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A 

L E T T E R 

T O 

Her Moft Serene Highness 

I THE 

t 

DUTCHESS OF MAINE. 

Madam, 

YO U have feen that noble ag«, which is at once 
the model and the reproach of the prefejft, 
and will be fo of future generations, and have your« 
felf made a part of its glory, by your tafte and by 
your example: thofe illuftrious times, when your, 
anceftors, the Condisy crowned with laurels, cuiti'* 
^pated the polite arts ; when a £^^ immortalifed he* 
roes, and inftrufledki ngs \ when a Fenelon^ the fecond 
of mankind in eloquence, and the firft in the art of 
nuking virtue amuiblf > tau^t j^iftkt ^xsA ^^^sooiblai 
Vol. ni. B . ^^ 
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in the moft charming manner; when RacimzoA S^i* 
lemr pre^dcd orer the BeUn^Lettres^ Lulfy qyer mufic| 
and leBrun over paintings all thefe arts. Madam, 
met together in your palace : there I had firft the hai>- 
pinefs, a circumftance whidi I (hall never forget, of 
hearing, though I was then but a child, that excel- 
lent fcholar, whofc profound learning never oblciired 
the brightnefs of his genius,- cultivating the fine un- 
derflanding of the Du^e oi Bourgogtie^ the Duke of 

Maine f and yourfelf : that happy labour, in which he 
was iV powerfully aOK^ed by nature. Sometimes he 
would take up a Sophocles or Euripides before you, and 
Vanflate off hand one of their tragedies, l^he admi*. 
ration and enthufmfm that poflTeflbd his foul, on read- 
ing thofe noble performances, infpired him with ex- 
pr«ffions that anfwered the manly and harmonious 
eneigy of the Greeky as nearly as it was poffible to 
reach it in the profe of a language juft emerging from 
barbarifm, and which, polifhed as it now is by (o 
many fine authors, is ftill, notwithftanding, ytrj de- 
ficient in point of force, copioufnefs, and precifion. 
It is impoffible to convey through any modem Ian* 
guage, all the power of Gnek expreffions,; they de- 
scribe, with one ftroke, what cofts us a whole fen- 
§C!ace, A fmgle word was (ufficient for them to at** 
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prefs a mountain oovered over with trees, bending be« 
nfiath the wdght of their leaves ; or, a god throwing 
bis darts at a vaft diftance; or, the tops of rocks 
ftnick with repeated, thunderbolts. That language 
had not only the advantage of filling the imagination 
with a word, but evexy word, we know, had its pe> 
culiar melody, which charmed the ear at the fame 
time that it difplay*d the fineft pi<^ures to the mind ; 
and all our tranflations for this reafon from the GreeJk 
poets are weak, dry, and poor : it is imitating pa* 
laces of. porj^yry with bricks and pebbles* Afn de 
MaUJUu notwithftanding, by the efforts- of a fudden 
en thufiafm, and a vehement forcible manner of reci- 
ting, ieemed to make up for the poverty of our lan- 
guage, and infufe into his declamation the Vicry foul 
and fpirit of the great Athenians* Permit me. Ma- 
dam, to give you his thoughts with regard to this» in- 
ventive, ingenious, and fenfible people^ a people from 
whom the Romans, their conquerors, learned every 
thing, and who, a long time after the fidl of both 
their empires, had yet the po^er to raife modern Eu- 
rope ffomignorance and barbarifm. 

He knew more of Athens than many of our tnt- 
vellers in thefe days do of Rome, after they have 
feen it over and over. That vaft c)u»D9dV] ^ %asowv» 

B X "^^ 



by the great^^il mafters ;. tkofe pillars wfakfa adorned 
the public maikpNplaces ;. tfaofe tnonumenta of.Jafe 
and grandeurs chat Aiperb and immenfethtatW) bulk 
in the fineft fitua^on, between die town and At cka* 
dd, where die works of S^ij^bieks and Euripidis were 
heard by Pirides aad Satmtis^ and the youth of 
Athens attended, oat flafidiAg« up, oi; in perpetual 
riot and confufion^ as they do widi vs: . in a word, 
every thing which the Athenians had done in tvetf 
art and every branch of knowledge^ was ever prefiiat 
to the mind of Mr. ir MaUfim^ He was far from 
felling in with the opinions. of tbofe ridiculoufly rigid 
critic^ and falfe politicians, who Uame the Atfae* 
fiians for Jiawig been too fumptuous in their public 
tatertainmentS) and do not know that this very mag« 
nificence gready enriched Athens, by attra6ting crouds 
of fordgnefB, who came ftom all parts to admire, 
and to receive ledJNis from them on eloqucoce and 

rirtue. 

. This extenfive and almoft univerfal genius was 

engaged by you^ Madam, to tranflate the Iphigeni^ 
in Taurif of Euripides % a talk whic^i he executed 
widi equal elegance, ftrength, and fidelity. It was 
fcprelented at an entertainment which he had the 
kaaour U^ prtknt to your Highnds^ an entertainment 
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worthy of him who gave, and of her who recerrr d 
k. Yoa, I fenietiiber> Madam, play'd the part oflphl^ 
gmiifffoi I was prefent at the reiN'efentation ; and as at 
diat tinie I had no acquaintance with the French ftage> 
at ne^er' entered into my head that gallantry cou'd 
«ver have been minted with- fo tragical a fiibje£l. I 
gave mylelf up to the manners^ and cufioms of Greece* 
perhaps the more eafily, becaufe I was then acquainted 
with no other. I admired the mitiqiu in all its noblft 
fimplicity : it was this which iirft^ fuggefted to me the 
ideflk of writing my. tragedy of Ogdipusy without ever 
hB!nng:xtstA CknuiUfs* . I begun, aa an- oflay of my 
alHlitiesy by ftranflsittwgfthgt fampud fi^ene bom Sopb(^ 
clis^ of the double coi^eiKe ^f J^^afla and QedipuA^ 
1 read it to^fooie of jpy frjends, yrho frequented th^ 
theatre, and to,twav^d^rfe^<^tA(^ : tjl^y.^/Aur'd me i^ 
wou'd never (iificeM sm tik Fi$mb A^S^ and.advia'd 
me to read CnMf Zir* who had .carefully, avoided that 
fart of the pbt, ;ind ^\ agreed, thitt if I did not follow 
his example, by putting in a love imrigMC, the playerf 
wou*d never u^d^ake it. I th^en read jthe Oedipus of 
'CorruiUey which, though it was not ranked with Cinna 
and PolycuSfey had, notwith{bnding, met with Ibme 
applaufe. I muft confefi, their opinions ran direfUy 
counter to mine, from the beginning of dils afi^ to tl^ 
B 3 endi 
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end ; but I was forc'd to fubmit to example, and the 
evil power of faihion. In the mid'ft of all the terror of 
this mafter- piece of antiquity, I brought in, not ab(b» 
lutely a love intrigue, but the * remembrance of an ex« 
tinguifh'd paflion, which appear'd to the laft degree 
abfurd ; but I will not repeat here what I have already 
faid on this fuhjtSt* 

Your highnefs may remember, I had the honour at 
reading jny Oedipus to you j the fcene from Sophocles 
was not condemned at that tribunal ^ for both yourfelf, 
the Cardinal de PolignaCf Mr de Mdefttu^ and your 
whole court, unanimoufly condemnM me, and ^ith 
great reafon, for having fo much as ihention*d the 
word love in a work which Sopboeles finiihM (b com- 
pletely, and fo fuccefsfully, without that unhappy 
foreign ornament \ and yet the veiy fmult which you 
ilamed me for, was the only thing that reconmiended 
snyperfoimiancetotheftage. The playen were, with 
the greateft difficulty, prevailed on to perform my 
Oedifus^ which they imagined couM never fucceed : the 
public, however, were intirely of your opinion ; t^vtrj 



• Voltaire here illudes to the put of PbiloSetej in hit Oediftu, 
See the pUy, and the preface to it^ in the firit Vol. of theDiama- 
iic works. 
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pirt.of it that was written in the tafle of Sophocles was 
generally applauded, and the love fcenes condemn'd 
by the mod judicious critics : to fay the truth. Madam, 
whilft parricide and inceft are deftroying a family, and 
a plague laying the whole country wafte, is it a feafba 
for love and gallantry ?. There cannot, perhaps^ be 
two more ftriking proofs of theatrical abfurdity, and 
the power of hahit> than CormilUy on one fide, mak.- 
ing Thefius cry out, 

* Quelque ravage afFreux qu^etale Ici la pefte, 
L'abfence aux vrais amanfeftencor plus funefte. 

nAnd on the other^ myfelf, fixty years after him, mak-, 
kig dd Jocafta talk of her old love ; and all this on- 
ly in compliance with a tafte the mofl falfe and ridicu- 
kms that ever corrupted literature. 

That a Phmdra^ whofe charafler is, perhaps, the 
moft truly theatrical that ever was exibited, and almoft 
tbe only peribn whom antiquity hath reprefented in 
love, that fhe fhou'd exprefs all the power and fury of 



* Th€ Uteril tranflation of which is << whatever dreadful 
'< havoc the league mav make here, ahfence to tfaoie who truly 
^ lore IS much' more dreadtiil.^ There is a great deal of fuch 
BonTenfe ia Dryden^s and fome other of •ur tragedies, but it wou*d 
aot go down in the prefent age. 

B 4 that 
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that fatal paflion : that a Roxana^ confin'd within thi 
wall« of an idle feraglio, (hou'd abandon herftlf to lore 
and jealour}r : that Ariadm (hou'd coiinplain to htiveA 
and earth of cruelty and inconftancy : that OrofimmA 
ihouM deftroy a miftrefa whom he adored : all this is 
truly tragic : love, either raging, or crimimd, or un^ 
happy, or attended with rcmorfe, drawi fuch <teil 
fiotii u'8 as we need not bluih to (bed ) but there ii no 
medium : love {hou*d either command aa a tyrant, ot 
not appear at all ; he can never aA an under part : but 
(hat Nno £hou*d hide himfelf behind the Upeftry le 
overhear the convcrfation of hia miftreiii and his rival : 
that old MUbriJatis fhou'd make ufe of a comedy trick 
to difcover the fccretof a young woman belov*d bybia 
two ions : that Maximusi even in Gnna^ a piece of ib 
mmh rcMl merit, (hou'd adl the part o/a villain, iol 
dtfe(»Ycr (b important a confplracy^ only becaufe be waa 
weak enough to be in love with a woman whofe pefi* 
fum (or Cinna he muft have known, ani alledge by 
way of reafon, that 

t Love cxcufcs all» 
For the true lover knowa no friends —— 



** V amour rend tout pcnnii, 
" \U\ vM liable ftinaut iic coiiiUHt |Kiint d'aiiiM/* 
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tiiat oU Sirtorious ihou'd fall in kive with a ftnmge 
Spaotfli lady, caU'd Firiatej and be aflaffinated by hia 
tvn^Pirpskna ; all this^we will be bold enough to aiTert, 
ia Ittde mean, and puerile: fuch ridiculout ftuff 
WQii*d degrade us infinitely below die Athenians, if 
our great mafters bad. not made amends for thefe faults, 
wlrich are oRrely national, by thofe fublime beautica 
which are intirely the produ£l of their own genius. 

It is indeed aflonifhing to oie, that the great tragic^ 
poets of Athens fliOuM dwell fo much on thofe {\xhr 
jeds wImto nature difplays every dii^gthat b grraland 
afFeAing} an Elt&ra^ an Iphiginia^ a Mertpit zn 
Akmimn :. and that our illuftrious modems, negle£ling 
all thefe, fliou'd Ibarce treat of any thing but love, 
which is^i^enerally mUchmore proper for comedy than 
Kagsdy: ibmethnes indeed they havit endeavoured Xj\ 
enrich aiHi adorn it by pblhicks ; but that love which 
is not violent is always cold,, and all political intrigues 
that do not rife to the hrighth and fury of ambition ait 
Aill tnofe cold and infipid : political reafonings and d#^ 
bates are very agreeable* tn Polybitis or Machiavil ; gal'«> 
ian t ry trrery 4it fer tales, or c o me di es ; but nothing 
like this is ftiitable to the grandeur and pathos of true 
tragedy. 

B s, . . A.talU 
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' A taftc for gallantry in our tragedies was carryM to 
fuch a ridiculous excers, that a great prince&y whofe 
high rank and fine underftanding might in ibme mca- 
fure cxcufe her believing that all the world wou'd be ef 
her opinion, imagined, that the parting of Tttus and 
Benmci was an excellent fubjeA for a tragedy: (he 
therefore put it into the hands of * two of our befl wri- 
ters ; neither of them had ever produc*d a performance 
wherein love had not play'd the principal or at kaft 
the fecond part j but one of them had never touch'd 
the heart, except in thofe fcenes of the Cid which he 
had taken from the Spanifh : the other, always tender 
and elegant, endow'd with every fpecies of eloquencei 
and above all, mafter of that enchanting art which 
draws forth the moft delicate fentiments from the leaft 
And. moft linpromifing incidents : one therefore made 
of Titui and Bennice as contemptible a piece as ever 
appeared cmi the ftage ^ the other found out the iiecret 
of interefting the focdator for five a£b without any 
other fouivil^^ttWk but thefe words, / lovi y$u^ mid I 
Uavi you. It was indeed nothing more than a paftoral. 



^ Tlie Frrnch exprcflion i» ** deux maitret dc laibene, u e. 

«* two iiuacrs ef the fcene.^ Corneille and Racine, the latter of 

whom Voltaire takes everv occasion of preferring to the ionmt 

w .^^gh he iixqucntly cenAirct both with peat ficedoiD, and g^ 

ji^ally wi<h tc^ual jvihce. 

between 



bciwcca an eoipeiora a king, and a queen ; and a 
paflofal widul infinitely Ie6 tragical than theintciefting 
fccnes cf Pqftcr Fid$. The fucceft c^this, bowevcn 
pcrfiiaded die puplic, and the poets, that love, and 
lorealofiey was the find c^tragedj. 

It was not till Icmg after, when he was further ad* 
▼anc'd in life^ that this great poet found out that he 
was capable of fimething fuperior to thb : when he 
was ftXTj he had enenrated the drama by fo many de- 
r|ararirwi€ of love, and fentiments of jealoufy, and 
coqiieftiy, mudi worthier, as I have already ventured* 
to aflcit, of Menander, than of Sophocles and £ui- 
vipidcs. Then he wrote his mafter-piece, Athaliah ; 
but tbougji he was L-ndeceiv'd himfdf, the public was. 
jmT : they cou'd not bring thcmfelves to conceive, that 
a woman, -a child, and a prieft, cou'd make an inte* 
jefting tragedy: a- worie that approach'd nearer to 
peifeAion^ than any which ever came from the hand 
of man, remain'd for a long time in contempt, and .it» 
iUuftrious audior had to his laft hour the mortification 
of (being the age he liv'd in, though greatly improv'd, 
ftill h coiTupted with bad tafte, as never to do jufiice 
to his nobleft performance. 

It is certain, if diis great man had li/d,.and cultiva- 
ted Akotk caknts which alone made bis fortune and bis 

fame. 



fame, and which therefore he (houM not have deferted, 
• he wouM havereftor'd to the theatre its ancient purityi 
and no more have degraded the great fubjeds of anti- 
quity with love intrigue. He had begun an IpUgnua 
in Tauris^ and there was not a word of gallantry in his 
whole plan : he wou'd never have made Aganuiimmi^ 
Orejles^ Eleifra^ Telephusy or Jjaxy in love : but ha- 
ving unhappily quitted theftage before he had reformed 
it, all thofe who followed him imitated, and even ad- 
ded to his faults, without copying any of his beaudet. 
The morality of ^inauk^s operas was brought 
Into almoft every tragic fcene : fometimes it is in jUei' 
ifiadis who aflures us, that in thofe imiir mommh Ik 
^as ahvays proved by experiencey that a m$rtal may tafU 
ofptrfell happincfs : fometimes it is an Atneftris who 
tclls us, that the daughter of a great king burns with a 
Secret flame without Jbanu^ and without fiar : in ano- 
ther, Agnonis follows tbijieps of thtfair Crifii in every 
placiy thi conftapt adorer of her divine charnu ; the fierce 
Armmiusy the defender of Germanyj protefts to us, 
that he conui to read his fate in the eyes of Ifmenia^ and 
goes to the camp of Varus^ to fee if-— the fair eyes of 
his Ifnunia wiiljhew him their wonted tendemefs. — • In 
Amafis^ which is only Meropey crouded with a heap of 
romiinttc cpKoJes, the heroine, who, three day« beforay 

at 



at a tomairy liotUe, had jnft gotfight of ayonngftfan- 
gBr^ and fafrn in knre with him, cries out, with a great 
deal of regard to decency and deconifn^ — - Tbif it the 
fmmjlrmigir^ dafsl hihathmtcomeaVdhimfilffimuih 
m bt $mght^ ftr mf npofi : for tbi fiw momenis wkm be 
A§M^i U priki my eyis Ifaw bim and bk/Udy my finl 
VMS Juply nmv'd at bim. — In Jtbinaisj a priocr of 
Perfia difguifci himfUf, in order to make his nuftreft a 
vifit at the court of a Roman emperor : we fancy, in 
Ibort, that we are reading the romances of MademoifeUe 
SiuJiri^ wbd defcnb'dt be citizens of Pans under the 
names of the heroes of antiquity. 

To confirm and eftabliih this bonid tafle amongft us^ 
which renders us lb ridiculous in the eyes of all ienii^ 
Ue foreigners, it unfortunately happened, that Mr* do 
Ltngepiirre^ a warm admirer of anti^i^, but not fuf-> 
6cicntly acquainted with our ftage, and who befides 
was careleis in his verfification, gave us his Ele£fram 
We muft confeft it was written in the tafie of the an^ 
tients, no cold ill-placed intrigue disfigur'd this fubjedl 
full of terror : the piece was iimple, and without any 
cpilbde* This procured for it, and with great reafcn^ 
the patronage of ib many pe'rfons of the firft confident 
tion, who flattered themfelves that this valuable iim*» 
plicity, which confiituted the prinsiple merit of the 

great 
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great geAiufles of Athens, wouMibe well iiepeiv*d ai 
Paris, witrc it had been fo long negjkfbed*. You, Ma^ 
damy withthfi late puncefs of Coniiy were at the, head 
•f thofe fanguine friends ; but, unhappily, the &ultt 
of the £rencb piece were fo numenous, iftcompariiba . 
with die beauties which Jie had borrowM from die- 
Gretiy that you. yourfelf acknowledg'd,. at the repre- 
ientation, it was a ftatue ofi PraxteUs disfigur'd by a* 
Biodern artift. You had jxfbhition enough to give up: 
a thing which was not in rtali^. worthy of being fufH 
ported;, well knowing, that &vor and proCedieiit 
dirown away on bad performances, is as prejudical t» 
the adwuicement of wit and good fenfe, as the unjuft 
cenfure of real merit ; but the down&ll of EU&Ni 
wasa^teorible firoke onthe partifans.of antiquity. The 
critics availUtilemfelVes of the faults of die copy, the 
better to. decry themerit of the original ; and to com- 
j^ete the- corruption of our tafte, we perfuaded our. 
felves it was impoffible to fupport, without lOve and ro» 
mance, thofe fubjeds which the Greeks had never dt. 
bafedby fuch.epifod^s : it was pretended that we might 
admire the Greek tragedians in the reading, but that if 
was impoffible to imitate them without being con- 
dcmn'd by our own age and nation ; ftrange contradic- 

tioii^! 
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tion! fdf, furdy, if the residing rciHypIeuM us, bmf 
cauM the reprefentatioB difpleafe I 

We fhouM not, I acknowledge, eadeavoiur to ina^ 
tate what is weak and defective m the antients : it it 
mod probable'that their faults were very well known to 
their cotempcAaries. I am fatisfy^d. Madam, thatthe 
wits of Adiem condemned, as well as you, fome of 
thbfe repetitions, and fome declamations with which 
Sspbocles has loaded his Ele^a : thiey muft have ob- 
ferv*d diat he had not dived deep enough into the hu- 
man heart* I will moreover fiurly confeft, that there 
are beauties peculiar not only to the Gisek language, 
but to the climate, to manners and times, which it 
wou'd be ridiculous to tranfplant hither. I have not 
copy'd exa£Uy therefore the Ek^a ofSophnUi^ much 
more I knew wou'd be neceflary ; but I have taken,^ as 
well as I cou'd> all the fpirit and fubftance of it. The 
feaft celebrated by Mgiftbus and Cfytemna/lray which 
they call'd the feaft of Jgamemmn \ the arrival of 
OreftiszxiA Pjlades\ the urn which was fupposM to con« 
tain the afhes of Oreftis \, the ring of Aganummn^ the 
charader of EU^fra^ and that oilfhifa^ which is ex- 
adUy the Cbryfothemis of Sophocles ^ and above all, the 
remoHe of Clytemnaflra i thefe I have copy'dirom the 
Greek tragedy. When the meilenger, who relates the 

fi^itioui 
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fiAitioiis ftiwy of tWe iesLthoeOpf/tkitijntojefyfm 
Jirai^^^I fee^ Madam^you an dcepfy affiSiiat his dtath j" 
file replies, ** I am.amctbirj andmufi tberefar^ hi uu- 
^ l^^fpfyi ^ tnothir^ though injur* d^ ca/m&t.hate her ^um 
•* ffffiprtT^:^^1hc even endeavours to juftifyhcFielf to^"///- 
tra^ with regard to the murther of :^gammmoni and hn 
mcnts her daughter. Euripidethsisczny'iCfytimHit/h'si^i. 
repentance ftlll further*. This, Madam, waa what 
gainMthe applaufe of the moft judicious andfenfible peo-' 
pie upon earth, and was approved by all good Judges in: 
our own nation* Nacharafler, in reality, can.be mord- 
natural than that of a woman, criminal with regard tO: 
herhu{band,yet foften!d byher children; a v/oman,whofc 
proud and fiery difpoGtion is dill open to pity and com«^ 
paf&on^ who refuotes the fierccnefs of her cfaaraAeroil 
receiving too fevere reproaches, and at laft finks into 
fubmiflion and tears. The feeds of this character were 
in Sophocles and EuriptdcSj and'I hive only unfolded 
therin. Nothing but ignorance, and its natural at- 
tendant, prefumption, can aflcrt, that the antients 
have nothing worthy 6f our imitaiicn : there is fcarce. 
one real and eflcntial beauty and pcrfeflion, for the 
foundation of which, at Icafl, we arc not indebted to 
them. 

I have 



I have takeit parficidar care notto deport from that 
Smplidty <b ftrongly rocoimnended by the Greeks, and 
To difficulc to attain, tbe trde mark of genius and inven* 
tion ; and the very eflence of all dieatical merit. A fb- 
reigii charaAer, br6tig^ into Oedipus or EleBray who 
(faon'd play a principaF part, and draw afide the atten- 
tion of the audience, wou'd be a monfter In the eyes of 
all thofe who have any knowledge of the antients, or of 
that nature which they have fo finely painted. Art and 
genius cogifift in finding everything within the fubjed, 
and never goix^ out of it in fearch of additional oma- 
ments : but how are we to imitate that truly tragic 
pomp and magnificence which we find in die verfes of 
SopbocTes^ that natural elegance and purity of di^on,' 
widumt Inrhich the piece, how welt foever condudted in 
other lefpedr, muftafterall be bar a poor performance I 

Ihavearleaftghren myconncpymen feme idea' of i 
tragedy withoot love, wifboateonfid!znts, andwithoot 
epilbdes: thefewpartifansrofgood tafte acknowledge 
themfehres obEg^d to me for it, tho* the reft of the worM 
witbold their approbation for a time, but will come iii 
at laflr, when the ra:ge-of party is over, the injuftic© 
of perfecution at an end, and the clouds of ignorance 
diffipated. You, Madam, muft preferve amongft us 
thofe glittering fparks of light which the antients have 



tranfmitted to us ; we owe every thing to them : not 
an art was born amongft us; everything was tranf^ 
planted : but the earth that bears thefc foreign fruits is 
worn out, and our antient barbarifniy by the help of 
faifc tafte, wou'd break out again In fpite of all our 
culture and improvemeot : and the difciples of Athens 
and Rome become Goths and Vandals^ corrupted 
with the manners of the Sibarites^ without tht 
kind favor and prote£Uon of perfons of your rank* 
When nature hath given them cithes geniuSf 
or the love of genius» -they encourage tlfs nation, 
which is better able to imiute than to invent; and < 
which always looks up towards the great for thofis in- 
ftrudions and examples which It perpetually ftands in 
need of« All that I wi(b for, Madam^ is^ that Ibme 
genius may be found to finifh what I have but juft 
iketch'd out; to free the ftage from that effeminacy 
and affe£bition which it is now funk into; to render 
it refpe6bible to the graveft charaders ; worthy of the 
few great mafter pieces which we already have amongd 
us ; worthy, in fhort,, the approbation of a mind like 
yours, and all thofc who may hereafter endeavor to 
refemble you. 
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Dr£st£S» Sonof Agamemnoaand Clytemnxfti4# 

I Sifters of Orcftes 
Iphisa, J ' ' 

ClytimnjbstrA) Wife of Agifthus. 

PYLAD£8, friend of Oreftes. 

pAjcMBKiSy an old MaOp attach^ to the Family d 

Agamemnoxu 

DiMUs, air t>fficar •£ therOuardt.' ^ ^ 

AtTENDAlfifTS. 

Scene ) the Ika-ftore^ a wood, a temple, a palace 
and a txmO^^johfnl^SxkTtfDUtt^ijOiB^^ 
diftance« 
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A C T L S C E N E L 

IPHISA^ PAMMENES. 

IPHISA. 

Ay'ft thou, Pammencs ? fliall thcfe hated walls. 



s 



Where I fo long have dragg'd a life of woe. 
Afford at Icaft the melancholy comfort 
Of mingling forrows with my dear Eledba ? 
And will ^gifthas bring her to the tomb 
Of Agamemnon, bring his daughter here. 
To be a witnefs of the horrid pomp. 
The fad folemnity, which on this day 
Annual returns, to celebrate their crimes. 
And make their guilt immoitiX'X 
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PAMMENES. 

Olfhift^ 

Thou honour'd dtughter of m^ foyid mafter. 

Like thee, confined within thefe lonely walUt 

The fecrets of a vile abandoned court. 

Do feldom reach Pammenea } but* 'tiaTuoiour*<l^ 

The jealous tyrant brings Ele^lra here. 

Fearful leaft Argos, Jby her cries alarmed, 

ShouM rife to vengeance $ ev'ryheai:t, he knowst . \ 

Feels for the injur'd princefs, therefore much 

He dreads her clamours ; with a watchful eye 

Obferves her conduct, treats her as a flave. 

And leads the captive tb adorn his triumph. 

IPHISA. 

Good hcav*n ! and muft £le£tra be a flave f 
Shall Agamemnon's blood be thus dtfgrac'd 
By a barbarian ? Will her cruel mother. 
Will Clytcmnaeflra bear the vile reproach 
That on herfclf recoils, and all her race i 
Perhaps my fitter is too fierce of foul, 
%Shc mingles too much pride and bittemcfs 
or keen rcfcntment with her griefs; alafs ! 
Weak are her arms againft a tyrant's pow'r : 
What will her anger, what her pride avail her ? 
7^Jie/ only irxicate a baugjhty fot^ 
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And cannot ferve our caufe : mjr fate at leaft 

Is milder, and this folitary ftate 

Shields me from wrongs which mitft opprefs EleSra« 

Far from mf father's foes, thefe pious hands 

Can pay due offerings to his honoured (hade : 

Far from his murth'rer> in this fad retreat 

Freely I weep in peace, and curfe ^«gifthus : 

Vm not condemn*d t6 fee the tyrant here. 

Save when the Sun unwillingly brings round 

The fatal day that knit the dreadful tie. 

When that inhuman monfter (bed the blood 

Of Agamemnon, when bafe Cly temnaeftra — — ^ 

S C E N E 11, 

ELECTRA, IPHISA, PAMMENES.' 
IPHISA. 
O my Ele£lra ! art thou here? my lifter •*• 

ELECTRA. 
The day of horror is returned, Iphifa : 
The dreadful rit^s, the guil^feaft prepar'd. 
Have brought me hither ; thy Eleftra comes. 
Thy captive fitter, comes a wretched flave. 
To bear the tidings of their guilty joy. 
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IPHISA. 
To fee Eleftra is a blefltog ftill. 
It pours fome joy into the bitter cup 
Of forroW) thus to mix my tean with thine* 

ELECTRA. • 

Tears, my Iphifa ! I hare filed enough 
Of them already : O thou bleeding ghofl 
Of my dead father, ever-honour*d fliade. 
Is that the tribute which I owe to thee f 
I owe thee blood, and blood thou haft requirM : 
Amid*ft the pomp of this dire feftival, 
DraggM by fgifthus here, I will coHeA 
My fcattef'd fpirits, fhake off thefc vile chains. 
And be my own avenger : yes, Iphifa, 
This feeble arm fliall reach the tyrant's heart : 
Did not the cruel Clytemnaeftra ihed 
A huIbandV blood ? did I not fee her lift 
fler barb'rous hand againft him, and fliall we 
'iSufpend the blow, and let a murth'rerlive ? 
O vengeance, and thou, animating virtue^ 
That doft infpire me, art thou not as bold 
As daring guilt ? we muft revenge ourfelves. 
We muft, Iphifa: fear'ft thou then to ftrike, 
Feafftlhou to die? flull Clytemnaeftra's daughter, 

Tl 
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The. blood of Atreus fear ? O rather lend 
Thy aid, and join the defperate Eledra. 

iphisa! 

My deareft fifter^ moderate thy rage. 
And calm thy troubled-mind : againft our foes 
What cad we bring but unavailing tears ? 
Who will affift u& ? who will lend us arms ? 
Or how (h^l we fiirprife a vvatchfiil king. 
For guilt is ever fearful, by his guards 
Surrounded? why, Eleftra, wilt thou court • 
Perpetual danger ? ihou-d the tyrant hear 
Thy4«Hid^<ompIaints> I tremble for thy life. 

ELECTRA" 
Why let him hear them : I wou'd have my grief 
Sink to his heart, and poifon all his joys : 
Yes ; 1 wou'd have my cries afcend to heav'n. 
And bring the thunder down ; ^eu'd have them raife 
A hundred kings, who never yet have dar'd, 
Unworthy cowards as they are, t' avenge 
6reat Agamemnon7 but I pardon thee, 
And the vain terrors of thy fearful foul. 
That (hrinks at danger -, for he favours you, 
I know he does, and only cruihes me 
Beneath his iron yoke z thouh^ not been, 

C \Sift 
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Like me, a wretched perfecitted flave ; 
Tbou diJ'ft not fee die impioiu parricide. 
The horrid * feaft, the diie folemnity. 
When Clyteoanaeftra — O the dreadful image 
li ftill before me, in this place, Iphifa, 
^Vhere how diou trembleft to declare diy wrongs. 
There did thefe ejres behdd our haplefi ftther 
Caught in the deadly (hare : Panmienes heard 
His dying groans, and ran with me to fare him : 
But when I came, what did I fee ! my mother 
Plunging her ruthle(s dagger in hisbreaft, 
I'o rob him of die poor remains of life. 

[ Tnfoing to FwmmtnOk 
Thou faw'ft mc take Orcftes in my arms. 
My dear Oreftes i little knew he then 
Of danger, but as near his murther'd father 
He ftood, caird out for aid to Clytemnxflra : 
She, midft the horrors of the guilty fccnc. 
Stopped for a moment (hort, and gave us time 
Safe to convey the viftim from -^gifthus. 



* Nothing cou'd add mort to the horror of the crime than fuch 
a clrcumftance. Clj-tcmnxftra, not content with murthcrin^ her 
hulband, rnllitotrd a (blemn feaft in ccnnmemoi ation cf the happy 
event, and calPd it, with cruel railleiy, the liipper of Aga- 
m« mnoD. Dinias, in his hiftory of Ar^os, informs us, it was on 
the 1 3th of the monib Gamdion, whi<£ aniven to the beginning 
vf our January. 

Whether 
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Whether the tyrant has compltfted yet 
Th* imperfeft vengeance in Orcftcs' blood, 
I know not : O* piy brother, doft thou live. 
Or haft thou followed thy unhappy fether ? 
Alas ! I weep ibr him, and fear for thee. 
Thefe hands are loaded with inglorious chains. 
And thefe fad eyes, for ever bath'd in tears. 
See nought but guilt, oppreflion, and defpair. • 

PAMMENES. 

Ye dear remains of Atreus' honour'd race, 
Whofe fplendor I have feen, whofe woe^ I feel. 
Permit a friend to fill your weeping fouls 
With chearful hope, that ever waits propitious 
To fpoth afHiftion : call to mind what heav'n 
Long fincehath promised, that its vengeful hand 
Shou'd one day lead Oreftes to the place 
Where we preferv'd him i that iEgifthus there, 
Ev'n at yon tomb, and on the fatal day 
Mark'd for his impious triumph o'er the dead, 
Shou'd pay the forfeit of his crime : the Gods 
Can ne'er deceive 5 in darknefs ftill they veil 
Their fecret purpofe from the eyes of men. 
And punifiiment with flow but certain fteps. 
Still follows guilt. 

C 2 \^^\^> 
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IPHISA. 

^ But wherefore days fo tong 
Their tardy vengeance ? I have languilh'd here 
In grief and anguifh many a tedious hour ; 
Ele^lra, lliirmore wretched, is in chains : 
Mean time the proud oppreflbr lives in peace. 
And glory's in his crimes. 

ELECTRA. 

Thou feeft, Pammenes^ 
^gifthus ftill renews his cruel triumph, 
And celebrates the fatal nuptials 5 ftill 
A wretched exile lives my dear Oreftes, 
Forgetful of his father, and Ele^lra. 

PAMMENES. 

But mark the courfe of time : he touches now 
The age when manly ftrength, with courage join'd. 
May aid your purpofe ; hope for his return. 
And truft on heav'n. 

ELECTRA. 

We will : thou fon of wifdom. 
Thou good old man, O thou haft darted forth 
A ray of hope on my defpairing foul. 
If with unpitytng eye the gods beheld 
Our mis'nes hert^ andpioudo^^ttStf^ti^Ml 
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Unpunifh'd, tnunpled oa die tender feet 

Of innocence, what hand wou'd crown their altars 

With incenfe and oblation ! but kind heav'n 

Will give Orcftes to a fifter*s tears. 

And blaft the tyrant : hear my voice, Oreftes, 

O hear thy country's, hear the cries of blood. 

That call thee forth; cotne from diy dreary caves^ 

And pathleis defarts, iwiiere mbfortune lolig 

Hath tryM thy courage ; leave thy favage prey. 

And all the roaming monfters of the foreft. 

To chace the beafb of Argos, to deftroy 

The tyrants of the earth, the ffiunherers 

Of kings ; O hafte, and let me guide thy band 

Ev'n to the traitoi^s breaft. 

IPHISA. 

Nomore: reprt& 
Thy griefs^ Eledra, lee thy mother comes. 

ELECTRA. 
And have I yet a mother ? 

S C E N E m. 

CLYTEMNiESTRA, ELECTRA, IPHISA. 
CLYSTEMNiESTRA. 

Hence, and leave me ; 
You may redie, Pamaienes > ftay, toy dai^ters. 

C3 IPHISA, 
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IPHISA. 

Alas ! that (acred name difpels my fears, 

ELECTRA. 
And doubles mine. 

CLYTEMNASTRA. 

Touching your fate, mychildr«n» 
I came to lay a mother's heart before you. 
Barren, thank beav'n, hath been my fecond bed^ 
Nor brought a race of jealous- foes to fow 
Divifion here. Alas I my little race 
Is almoft run ; the fecret grief that long 
Hath prey'd on my fad heart will finifli ibon 
A life of woe : fpite of ^gifthus, ftill 
I love my children ; fpite of all his rage, 
Eledra, thou who in diy infant years 
So oft haft gtv'n me comfort, when the lofs 
Of Iphigenia, and her cruel father 
Oppre(s*d my foul; tho* now thy pride difdains me. 
And braves my pow'r^ thou art my daughter fttU i 
Unworthy as thou art, there's (liil a place 
In Clytemnitftra's heart for her EleAra. 

ELECTRA. 
For me ! O heav*n, and am I yet belov'd $ 
And doft thou feel for thy unhappy daughter i 

o. 
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O, if thou doft, behold her chains, behold 
Yon tomb — 

CLYTEMN-ffiSTRA. 

Unkind Eleftra, thus to wake 
The fad remembrance 1 thou haft plung'd a dagger 
Into thy mother's breaft : but I deferve it. 

ELECTRA. 

Tbou haft difarm'd Eledra, nature pleads 
A mother's caufe ; I own myfelf to blame 
Tot all the bitternefs of forrow pour'd 
In dreadful execrations on thy head. 
By thee delivered to the tyrant's pow'r, 
I wou'd have torn thee from him ; I lament. 
But cannot hate thee. O, if gracious heav'n . 
Hath touch'd thy foul with wholeibme penitence^ 
Obey its facred will, and hear the voice 
Of confcience, that commands thee to imloofc . 
The hprrid ties that bind thee to a wretch 
Defpis'd and' hated ; follow tibe great God 
Who leads thy fbotfteps to the padis of virtue } 
Call back your fon, let him return to fill 
The throne of his great anceftors, to fcourge 
A tyrant, to revenge his murdier^d father. 
His G&ers^ and his mother: baftc and fend 
For my Oreftes. 

C 4 CliXT^.^^^ 
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CLYTEMN-^STXA. 
Talk no more of that, 
Ele&ra, nor fpeak thus of my /Egtfihus : 
I grieve to fee thee in theie ibameful bonds ; 
But know, afov'reign cannot tamely brook 
Repeated infults, or embrace a foe : 
You had provok'd him to be cruel ; I, 
Who am but his firft fubje£l, oft have try'd 
To footh his anger, but in vain ; my words, 
Inftead of healing, but inilam'd the wound : 
£le£tra is indebted to herfelf 
For all her deep-felt inj'ries; heocefbrth bend 
To thy condition ; let thy iifter teach thee 
That we muft yield fubmiffive to our fate. 
If e'er we hope to change iu I icx)u'd wifli 
To end my days in peace amon^ my children i 
But if thy rapid and imprudent seal 
Should bring Oreftes here before the time^ 
His life might anfwer for it, and thy own. 
If the king fee him : though I pity thee, 
Eledlra, yet I owe a hufband more 
Than a loft fon, whom I have caufe to fear. 

ELBCTRA. 
O heav*n, that moafter ! he thy huflMuid, he I 
And is it thus thou pity'ft me ? alas, . 



"WKat 
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What will this poor, this light remorfe avail thee. 

This fleeting forrow, was diy tettdernefs 

But for a moment, ^oft thou threaten me, 

[To Iphifiu 
Is this, Iphifa, this a mother's love ? 

[To OytenuUBftni*. 
It feems you threaten my Oreftes top i 

You have no caufe to fear, nor I to hope 

For him : alas ! perhaps he is no more ; 

Perhaps ^gifthus, the detefted tyrant. 

He whom but now thou didft not blu(h to call 

Thy hufband, hath in fecret ta'en his life. 

IPHISA. 
Believe me. Madam, when I call the gods 
To witne(s, poor £le£ba and myfelf 
Are ftrangers to the fate of dear Oreftes ; 
Have pity then on your affli£led daughters. 
Pity your haplefs fon, and fpare £le£lra. 
She has been wrong'd ; her tears and her reproaches 
Suit well her fate, and ought to be forgiv'n. 

ELECTRA. 
I muft not hope it, muft not ev'n complain ; 
And if Oreftes lives but in my thoughts 
Tis deem'd a crime. I know iEgifthus well. 
Know his fierce nature, if he fears my brother. 
He'll ibon deftioy him. 

C s CLYTEM- 
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CLYTEMN-ffiSTRA. 

Know, thy brother lives ; 
If he's in danger, 'tis from thy imprudence ; 
Therefore be humble, moderate thy tranfports, 
Refpe<S thy mother : think'ft thou T come here. 
Elate with joy, to lead the fplendid triumph ? 

no, to me it is a day of forrow ; 

Thou weep'ft in chains, and I upon a throne. 

1 know the cruel vows thy. hatred made 
Againft me : O, Ele£lra ! ceafe thy pray'rs. 
The gods have heard thee but too well already : 
Retire, and leave me. 

SCENE IV. 

CLYTEMNJESTRA alone. 

How it (hocks my ibul 
To fee my children ! O the guilty bed ! 
My fetal marriage, and long profp'rous crimes. 
Adultery and murder, horrid bonds ! 
How ye torment me now ! my little dream 
Of happinefs is o'er, and confcience darts 
Its fudden rays on my affrighted foul. 
How can ^gifthus live fo long m peace ! 
Fearlefs he leads me on to (hare with him 
Tbcfe cruel triumph? -, but my fpirits feil, 



My 
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My ftrengtb forfakes me, and I tremble now 
At ev'ry omen, fear my fubjedb, fear 
All Argos, Greece, £Ie6ba, and Orefies. 
How dreadful 'tis to hate the blood that flow'd 
Congenial with our own, to dread the names 
Which mortals hold fo facred and fo dear ! 
But injur'd nature, banifh'd from my heart. 
Indignant frowns, and to avenge herfelf 
Now bids me tremble at the name of fon. 

SCENE V. 
^GISTHUS, CLYTEMN-fflSTRA. 
CLYTEMN-ffiSTRA. 
Cruel iEgifthus, wherefore wou'd'fl thou lead me 
To this fad place,, the feat of death and horror ? 

wffiGISTHUS. 
Is then the folemn pomp, the feaft of joy. 
The fweet remembrance of our profp'rous days. 
Grown hateful to thee, is our marriage day 
A day of horror } 

CLYTEMN-ffiSTRA. 
No : but here, -^gifthus. 
There may be danger ; my unhappy children 
Have fiU'd this heart with anguiib ; poor Iphifa. 
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Weeps hff hard bt ; Elefira-it sa chtim i 

I'his fata] place remiadt me of. At blood * 

We fhed, remiacb me of mjr dear Oreftet, 

Of Agakncnmom 

^GISTHUS. 

Let Iphifa weep. 
And proud Eledra rave ^ I bore too long 
Her bitter taunts, *tis fit her haughtinefa 
Shou'd now be hunjbled ; Vll not fuffer her 
To (lir up foul rebellion in my kingdom. 
To tell the.fa£Hou6 thai; Oreftcs oomes. 
And call down vengeance on me ; every hour 
That hated name is eccho'd in my ear, 
I maft not bear it. 

CLYTEMNJESTRA. 

Ha ! what name was that? 
Oreftes ! O, I ihudder at the 'thought 
Of his approach : an oracle long fmce 
Declared, that here, ev'n at the faul tomb 
Whither thou lead'ft, his parricidal hand 
Shou'd one day rife vindi£live, and dcftrpjr os. 
Why therefore woud'ft thou tempt the gods, why thus 
Expofe a life fo dear to Clytemnaeftra ? 
JBOJ8THUS. 

Be not alarm'd ; Oreftes ne*er (hall hurt thee : 

Hii 
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His be the danger ; fisr I' have fent forth 

Some iriends in feaicb of him, and foon I hope 

Shall fee him in the toik ; a wretched ocile 

From dime to chme he roams, and now it feems 

In Egiilaurus' gloomy foreft hides 

His ignominious head; but there perhaps 

We have more friends than Clytcmnaeftra thinks of; 

The king may fcrve us. 

CLYTEMNJESTRA. 

B\xty my fon — — 

iBGISTHUS. 

I know 

He's fierce, implacable, revengeful i ftung 

By his misfortunes, all die blood of Atreus 

Boils in his breaft, and animates his rage. 

CLYTEMN-aSTRA. 
Alas ! my Lord, his rage is but too juft. 

iEOISTHUS. 
Be it our bus'nefs then to make it vain ; 
Thou know'ft I've fent my Plifth^cs in fecr^t 
To Epidaurus. 

"CLYTEMN-flSSTRA. 
But for what? 
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JEGISTHUS. 
To fix 

My thonc in fafety, and remove thy feart : 

Yes, Plifthenes, my fon, by thee adopted 

Heir to my kingdom, knows too well bow much 

His int'rcft muft depend on tbe event 

E'er to neglefl bis charge : he is thy (on. 

Think of no other : had Eleflra's heart 

Submiilive yielded to another's counfelf. 

She had been happy in my Plifthenes : 

But (he fhall feel the powV which (he contemns^ 

She and her haughty brother, her Oreftes^ 

He may be found perhaps.— —You feem difturb*d» 

CLYTEMNJESTRA. 
Alas ! i¥)giflbus, muft we facrifice 
More vi&ims? muft I purcbafe length of dajrs 
With added guilt? Thou know'ft whofe blood we 

(bed 

And muft my fon too perifli, muft I pay 

50 dear a price for life i 

iEGISTHUS. 

Remember—— 

CLYTEM- 
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CLYTEMNJBSTRA. 

No: 
Firft let mc aflc the facred oracle—— 

JEGISTHUS. 

Whit canft thou hope from gods or.oracles. 
Were' they coiifulted on the Uifsful day 
That gave ^gifthus to his Cljrtemiueftra ? 

CLYTEMN-ffiSTRA. 

Thou ha'ft recaliy a time when heav'n, I fear. 

Was much offended : love defies the gods. 

But fear adores them ; guilt weighs down my foul. 

Do not oppreis my feeble fpirits ; time. 

That changes all, hath alter'd this proud heart ; 

The hand of heav'n is on crie, and fubdues 

The haughty rage that once infpirM my breaft ; 

Not. that my tender friendfhip for -ffigifthus 

Can e'er decay, our int'refts are the fame j 

But to beheld liiy daughter made a flave. 

To think on my poor loft abandoned fon. 

To think that now, ev'n now, perhaps he dies 

By vile aflaffins, or, if living, lives 

My foe, and hates the guilty Clytemnaeftra, 

Is it not dreadful ? pity me, ^gifthus, 

I am a mother ftiU. 

-flEGISTHUS. 
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JBGISTHUS. 

Thou art my wife ; 
Thou art my queen ; refume thy wonted courage^ 
And be thyfelf again ; Indulge no more 
This fooliih fondneis for ungrateful children. 
Who merit not thy love ; confult alone 
JEgiKtiUb* fafety, and thy own cepoie. 

CLYTEMN-ffiSTRA. 
Repofe ! the guilty mind can ne'er enjoy it. , 

End 'of the First Act. 
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ORESTES, PYLADES. 

ORESTES. 

WHI T H E R, my Pylades, hath crud fete 
Conduaedus? alas! Oreftes lives 
But to increafe the forrows of his friend : 
Our arms, our treafures, and our ibidiers loft 
In the rude ftorm ; here on this defert coaft. 
No fuccour near, delerted and forlorn 
We wander on, and nought but hope remains. 

Wbert are we I 

PYLADES. 
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PYLADES. 

That I know not i hut fince fate 

Hath led us hither, let us not defpair ; 

Ft is enough for me, Oreftes lives : 

Be confident; the 1)aiharous ^gifthus 

In vain porfbed thy life, which heav'n prcfcnrM 

In ^Spidaums, vAien diy arm fuTxlued 

The gallant Plifflicnes : let troiight alarm 

Or terrify Ay fiml, but bohBy urge 

Thy wsy, proteAed by tliat f^uardian Gpd 

Who watches 6*er die jtift, die gnrat tvtnger^ 

Who hsA abeady to thy valour gi/n ^ 

The fon, and promh'd that e'er long the father 

Shall follow Urn. 

ORESTS9. 

ASasy my 64end, 'Aat God - 

In anger^noir wididraws hkfom^rM aid^ 

And frowns upon ut, m tfiy cmd firte ^ 

Too pbmly Aews $ a terrible example f 

But fay, wilhki Ae rock didft thoa conceal 

The urn, which to Myoeni^, horrid jeat 

Of murther, fay. the gods obounand, we bear i 

That urawhidi holds the aflies of my foe. 

Of Plifthenc$ i with that we mufi deceive 

The tyrant. , 

PYLADES. 
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PYLADES, 
I have done it. 

ORESTES. 

Gracious heav'n I 
When-ihall we res^ the fruits of our obedience ? 
When will the wifh'd-for day of vengeance come? 
Shall I again behold my native foil, 
The dear, the dreadful place where firft I fitw 
The light of day ? Where fhall I find my fifler^ 
The pride, the glory, of admiring Greecse | 
That gen'rous maid, whom all unite to praift^ 
But nc^ will dare to fuccour } She preferv'd 
My life ; and, worthy of her iioble father^ 
Hath never bent beneath th'oppreffive hand - 
Of powVj but brav*d the fury of the ftorm. 
How many kings, how numy heroes, fbuglic 
For Menelaus I Agamemnon djes. 
And Greece forgets him, whilft his haplefs ibn^ 
Deferted, wanders o'er a faithleft world. 
To feek fome bleft azylum for repofe. 
Alas, without thy friendship I had been 
The moft dtftrefs'd, moft ab|e£b of mankind : 
But heav'n, in pity to my woes, hath fent 
My Pylades j it wou'd not let me perifh. 
But gave me to fubdue my hated foe. 
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id half revenge my ftther : fay, my friend, 
''hat path will leads us the tyrant's court ? 

PYLADES. 
^hold that palace, and the towMng height 
f yon proud temple, the dark grove o'ergrown 
^ith Cjrprefs, and the tomb, rich images 
f mournful fplender all : ,and fee ! this way 
Ivancing, comes a venerable fage, 
f mildeft zfpeStj and whofe years, no doubt^ 
ave long experience of calamity ; 
is foul will melt at thy difaftrous fate. 

ORE8TES, 
ev*ry mortal born to fuffer ? hark f 
e groans, myPylades. 

SCENE n. 

ORESTES, PYLADES, PAMMENES. 

PYLADES. 

Whoe'er thou art, 
.t>p, and inform us : we are ftrangers here, 
wo poor unhappy friends, longtime the fport 
>{ winds and waves, now oii this unknown fhore 
aft hdplefs, can'ft thou tell us if this place 
ITiU be or fatal to us, or propitious ? 
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FAMMENES. 
I am a Ample, plain old ikian, and here 
Worihip the gods, adore then* juftice^ live 
In humble fear of them, and exercife 
The facred rights oPhofpitality ; 
Ye both are welcome to my little cottage. 
There to defpife with me the pride of kings. 
Their poBip and riches: come, my friends, forfoch 
I ever hold the wretched. 

ORESTES, 

Gen'rous ftranger. 
May gracioui Keav'n mfpire us with the meant 
Torecompence tbygbodnefit 1)ut inform ut 
What place is this i who is ybm* king i 

PAMMENES. 

I am his fubjed* 

ORESTES. 

Terrors, crimes, and vtogeance I 

O Heav'n, ^ifthus I 

PYLADES* 

Soft: do not betray us ; 
Be careful. 

ORESTES. 

Gods, A)giftbus ! he who muitber'd — ^ 

PAMMENES 
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PAMMENS6. 

The fame. 

ORESTES. 

And Clytemnaeftra, lives (he ftill 
After that fatal blow ? 

PAMMENES. 

She reigns with him ; 
The reft is known too well* 

ORESTES. 

That tomb before us. 
And yondier palace ■ 

PAMMENES. 
Is inhabit^ 
Now by ^gifthus ; built, I well remember. 
By worthier hands, and for a better ufe. 
The tomb thou fee*ft, forgive me if I weep 
At the remembrance, is the tomb of him 
I lov'd, my lord, my king — of Agamemnon. 

ORESTES. 
O 'tis too much J I fink beneath k. 

PYLADES. 

Hide 
Thy tears, my friend. 



^^ 
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^ [To OrefttSy who- turns away from him* 

PAMMENES. 

You feem much movM» and fain 
Wou*d ftop the. tide of grief: O give it way. 
Indulge thy forrows, and lament the fon 
Of gods, the noble conqueror of Troy ; 
Whilft they infult hisfacred mem'ry here. 
Strangers (ball weep the fate of Agamemnon. 

ORESTES. 
Aftrangeraslam, I cannot look 
With cold indifference on the noble race 
Of Atreus, 'tis a Grecians duty ever 
To weep the fate of heroes, and I ought ■ 
B^t doth Elcftra live in Argos ftill ? 

PAMMENES. 
She doth, (he's here. 

ORESTES. 

I run, I fly to meet her. 
PYLADES. 
Ha ! whether woud'ft thou go ! what, brave the gods! 
Hazard thy precious life ! forbear, my lord. 

[To Pamincncs. 
O, fir, condu<3 us to the neigh'ring temple. 
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^here will we lay our gifts b^re th^ siltar 

ii humbb duty, atnd adore that God 

^ho ral'd the waves, and fav'd us from deftni^on. 

ORESTES. 

ITilt thou condu£l us to the facred tomb 
Inhere lie the afhes of a murther'd hero ? 
'here muft I ofFer to his honoured (hade 
. fecret facrifice, 

PAMMENES. 

O Heav'nlyjufticc, 
"liou facrifice to him ! amidft his foes ! 
) noble youth ! my mafter had a fon> 
Vho, in Eleilra's arms — but I forbear, 
Egifthus comes : away ; 1*11 follow you, 

ORESTES. 
Egifthus ! lia ! • 

PYLADES. 

We muft avoid his prefence. 

SCENE. III. 
^GISTHUS, CLYTEMNJESTRA, PAMMENES. 

^GISTHUS. . [ToPammencs. 

Vho are thofe ftrangers ? one of them methought 
kem'd, by his ftately port and fair demeanor. 

Of 
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Of noble bikth, a gloomofmeUnckoljF 
Hangs on his brow : he ftruck me as he{wft : 
Is.be our fubje£k? kjoow you whence he csune? 

PAMMBNBS. 

I only know they are unfortunate ; 

Driv'n by the tempeft on thoie roclesy they came 

For fhelter heee -, aaflxai^efs I relieved themi 

It was my duty: if they tell me truths - 

Greece is their country. 

^'GISTHUS. 

Thou (halt anfwer for them 
On peril of thy life. 

CLYTBMNiESTRA. 

Alas ! my lord. 

Can thefe poor obje£b raife fufpicion ? 

-ffiGISTHUS. 

Yes: 

The people murmur j evVy thing alarms me. 

CLYTEMNASTRA. 

Such for thefe fifteen years hath been our fate. 

To fear, and to be fcar'd ; the bitter poibm, 

To all my bappinefs. 

-«GISTHUS. 

Away, Pammenes; 
Let me know who and whence they are ; why thus 
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They come fi> near die palace ; ftom uriiat port 
Their veflel fiul'd, and wherefore on the (eas 
Where I command: away, and hriog me word. 

SCENE IV, 
iEGISTHUS, CLYTEMNJESTRA. 
^GISTHUS. 
Well, nudam, to remove your idle fears, 
Th' interpreters of heav'n it feems at length 
Have heen confulted ; but in vain : their (ilence 
Doubles your grief, and heighthens your defpair ; 
For to thyfelf, thy refflefe fpirit ne'er 
Will know repofe ; thou trembleft at the thought 
Of thy fon's death, yet fear'ft his dang'rous life : 
Confult no more your doubtful oracles. 
And heiitating priefts, that brood in fecret 
0*er the dark bo(bm of futurity; 
But hear ^gifthus, he fliall give thee peace, J 

And fadsfy thy foul : this hand determines. 
This tongue pronounces Clytemnaeftra's fate : 
If thou woud'ft live and reign, confide in me. 
And me alone, and let me hear no more 
Of your unworthy fon ; but for Eledra, 
She's to be fear'd, and we muft think of her : 
Perhaps her marriage with my Plifthenes 
Might flop the mouth of fadion, anda^yeal^ 

Vol. III. D Hl^ 
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The difcontented people : tHou woud'ft wifh 
To fee the deadly hatred, that fo long 
Hath raged between us, foftenM into peace; 
To fee our int'refts and our hearts united : 
Let it be fo. Go thou, and talk with her i 
But take good heed her pride refufes not 
The proffei'd boon, that were an infult foon 
She might repent of; but I hope with you. 
That flavVy hath bovv'd down her haughty fpirit. 
That this unhop'd for uncxpefted change 
From poverty and chains to rank and fplendor^ 
Join'd to a mother's .kind authority, 
And above all. Ambition, will perfuade her 
To fcize the golden minute, and be wife : 
But if (he fpurns the happinefs that courts her. 
Her infolence fliall meet its due reward. 
Your foolifli fondnefs, and her father's name. 
Have fed her pride too long ; but let her dread. 
If fhe fubmiis not, a fevcrer fate, 
Chain:> heavier fur, and cndlefs banifhment. 

SCENE. V. 
CLYTEMNiESTRA, ELECTRA. 
CLYTEMN-ffiSTRA. 
Come near, my daughter, and with milder looks 
Behold thy mother : I have mourn'd in (ccret. 
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And wept with thee thy hard and cruel bondage. 

Though not unmerited ; for fure thy hatred 

Was moft unjuft, Eledra : as a Queen, 

I was offended ; as a mother, griev'd ; 

But I have gain'd your pardon, and your rights 

Are all rcftor'd. 

ELECTRA. 
O madam, at your feet ■ 

CLYTEMN-ffiSTRA. 
But I wou'd ftill do rhore. 

ELECTRA. 

What more? 

CLYTEMNiESTRA. 

Support 
Your race, redorc the honour'd name of Pelops, 
And re-unite his long^ivided children. 

ELECTRA. 
Ha ! talk'ft thou of Oreftes ? fpeak, go on. 

CLYTEMN-^STRA. 
I fpeak of thee, and hope at laft Eledra 
Will be Ele(Sb:a-s friend : I know thy foul 
Afpires to empire, be thy felf again. 
And let thy hopes tranfport thee to the throne 
Of Argos aittl Mycenae i rife from chains 

D 2 ^^^ 
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And iginomimoiis llav'ry to the throne 

Of thy great anceftors : JE^fihus yields 

To my intreaties, as a daughter yet 

He wou'd embrace thee, to his Pliftbenes 

Wou'd join EleSra ; ev'ry hour the youth 

From Epidaurus is expected here ; 

Wheniie returns he weds you : look, my daughter^ 

Tow'rJs the bright profpccl of thy future glory. 

And bury all the pall in deep oblivion, 

ELECTRA, 

Can I forget the paft, or look with joy 

On that which is to come ? O cruel fate. 

This is the word indignity that c*er 

Eleftra bore : remember whence I fprang. 

Remember, I am Agamemnon's daughter. 

And woud'ft thou bind me to his murth'rer's fon ? 

Give me niy chains again, opprefs my foul 

With all ihj horrors of bafe fervitude i 

All that the tyrant e'er inflifted on me. 

Shame and reproach fuit with my fad condition ; 

IImvc fupiKjrtcJ them, and look'd on death 

Without a fear : a thoufand times ^gifihus 

Hath threatened me with death, but this is worfc; 

Thou art more cruel far to a(k my.vow8» 
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My love, my honour i but I fee your aim> 
I know your purpofc ; poor Orcftes flain. 
His murth'rfer trembles at a fifter's claim. 
And dreads my title to a father's throne : 
The tyrant wants my hand to fecond him. 
To feal his poor precarious rights with mine. 
And make me an accomplice in his guilt : 

if I have a right ^gifthus fears. 
Let him erafe my title in my blood, 
And tear it from me : if another arm 

Be needful to his pufpofe, lend him thine ; 
Strike here, and join £le£tra to her brother i 
Strike here, and I iball know 'tis Clytemnxftra* 

CLYTEMN-ZESTRA. 

It is too much : imgrateful as diou art, 

1 pity'd thee^ but aH my hopes are paft : 
What have I done, what wou'd I do, to bend 
Thy ftubbom heart i tears, menaces, reproaches, 
And love and tendernefs^ the throne itfelf. 
Which but for me thou never coud'ft have hop'd, 
Pray'rs, puniibmeqt, and pardon, nought avail'd. 
And now I yield thee to thy fate : farewell ! 

Thou fay'ft that thOii ihalt know me for thy mother^ 
ForClytenHueftta, by^myenwlty : 

D3 
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I am thy mother, and I am thy QiTeen, 

Remember that ; to Agamemnon's race 

Nought do I owe but hatred and revenge ; 

I will not warm a ferpent in niy breaft 

To fling me : henceforth ftorm, complainy and weept 

I (hall not heed the clamours of a flave : 

I lov'd thee once, witli grief I own I lov'd thee ; 

But from this hour remember Clytcmnasftra 

Is not thy mother, but ^gifthus' wife i 

The bonds are broken that united us, 

£Ie£lra broke them j nature hath difclaim'd) 

And I abjure them. 

SCENE VI. 

ELECTRA. alone 
Gracious heavn ! is this 
A mother's voice ? O day the bitt'rcft fure 
I'hat ever rofe fince my dear father's death ! 
I fear I faid too much, but my full heart. 
Spite of myfclf, wou'd pour its venom forth : 
She told me my Oreftcs was no more ; 
Cou'd I bear that ? O if a cruel mother 
Has robb'd mc of my bcft, my dearcft treafupe. 
Why {bou'd I court my worft of foes, why fown 
And cringe to her, to live a vile dependant 
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On her precarious bounties ; to lift up 
Thefe wither'd hands to unrelenting heav'n. 
To fee my father's bed and throne ufurp'd 
By this bafe fpoiler, this inhuman tyrant, 
Who robb'd me of a mother's heart, and now 
Hath ta'en Oreftes from me ? 

SCENE. vir. 

ELECTRA, IPHISA.: 
IPHISA. 

O EleSra, 
Complain no more'* 

ELECTRA. 
Why not ? 

IPHISA. 

Partake my joy. 

ELECTRA. 
Joy is a ftnmger to this heart, Iphifa, 
And ever Ihall be. 

IPHISA. 

Still there's hope. 

ELECTRA. 

O no. 
Still muft we weep : for if I may believe 

D 4 A 
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A mother, our dear brother, our Oreftes, 

Is dead* 

IPHISA. 

And if I may believe thefe eyes. 
He lives, he's here, Eledlra. 

ELECTRA. 

Can it be ? 
Good heav'n ! O do not triflle with a heart 
Like mine : Iphila, did*ft thou fay Oreftes ? 

IPHISA. 
Idid« 

ELECTRA. 

Thou woud'ft not with a flatt'ring dream 
Deceive me, my Iphifa — but, go on. 
For hope and fear diftrafi me. . 

IPtilSA. 

O my fifter. 
Two ftrangers, caft by fome benignant God 
On thefe unhappy coafts, arejuft arriv'd. 
And hither, by the care of good Pammenes, 
Conducted ; one of them ■ ■■ 

ELECTRA. 

I faint : I die — 
Well, one of them — 
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IPHISA. 

I law the noble puth : 

what a lu&re fparkl^ld in his eye ! 
His air, his mein, his ev'ry gefture bore 
The perfeSt femblage of a demi-god ; 

£v^n as they paint th' illuftrious Grecian chief. 
The conqueror of Troy ; fuch majefty 
And fweet deportment ne'er did I behold ; 
But with Pammenes he retir'd, and hid 
His beauteous form firom my defiring eyes : 
Struck with the charming image, and amaz'd, 

1 ran to feek thee here, beneath the (hade 
Of this dark grove, to telt the pleafmg tale : 
But mark what followed — on the facred tomb, 
Where we fo oft have mingled our fad tears, 

I faw freih garlands, iaw the votive wreath. 
The water fprinkled o'er it, and the hair 
Doubtlefs of thofe whom I fo late had feen, 
Th' illuftrious ftrangers ; near to thefe was laid,. 
What moft confirm'd iny hopes, a glitt'ring fword, 
That fpoke methought the day of vengeance near ;. . 
Who but a fon, a brother, and a hero, 
Rais'd by the gods to fave his falling country,. 
Wou'd dare to brave the tyrant thus ? 'Tis he, 
Ele^lra, heav'n hath feht him to our aid, 

Ds /Thjfe 
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The lightening glares upon us, and the thunder 

Will foon be heard. 

ELECTRA. 

I muft believe Iphifa, 

And hope the bed ; but is it not a fnare 

Laid by the tyrant ? Come : we'll know the truth. 

Let us away — I muft be fatisfy'd- 

IPHISA. 
We muft not fearch him in the dark retreat 
Where he is hid, Pammenes fays, his life 
Wou'd anfwer for it. 

ELKCTRA. 

Ha ! what doft thou (ay ? 
Alas! we arc deceiv'd, betray'd, Iphifa, 
By cruel heav'n : thus, after fifteen years, 
Reflor'd, Oreftes wou'd have ran with joy 
To the dear arms that fav'd him, wou'd have chear'd 
• Lledlra's mournful heart, hene'er had fled 
From thee, Iphifa : O that fword thou faw'ft, 
Wiiich rais'd thy fanguine hope, alarms my fears j 
A cruel mother wou'd be well inform'd, 
And in her eyes I read the barb'rous joy 
She felt within : O dart one ray of hope. 
Ye vengeful gods, on my dcfpairing foul ! 

Will 
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Will not Pammenes yield to my intreaties ? 
He will ; he muft : away, I'll fpeak to him* 

IPHISA, 

Do not, Ele<Sb^ ; think what cruel eyes 

"Watch o'er our fteps, and mark our ev'ry action. 

If he is come, we fhall difcover him 

By our fond zeal, and hazard his fweet life : 

If we're deceiv'd, our fcarch but irritates 

The tyrant, and endangers good Pammenes : 

But let us pay our duty at the tomb. 

There we at leaft may weep without offence. 

Who knows, Eleftra, but the noble ftrangcr 

May meet us in that bleft afylum ; there 

That heav'n, whofe goodnefs thy impatient rage 

Hath caird in queftion, may yet hear my vows. 

And give him to our wifhes and our tears : 

Let us be gone, 

ELECTRA. 

Thou haft reviv'd my hopes : 

But O ! I die with grief, if thou deceiv'ft mc. 

End of the Second Act. 
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ACT in. SCENE I. 

ORESTES, PYLADES, PAMMENES. 

[A Sllve at die further end ef die ftage carrying an um» and 
a fwofd.] 

PAMMENES. 

BL E S T be the day that to out wifces thus 
Rcftorcs the bng-cxpc£ted hope of Greece, 
My royal mafter's fon, the minifter 
Of heav'ns high will, to execute fwift vengeance 
On Agamemnon's foes ! The tyrant long 
Hath dreaded, long forefeen th' Impendihg blow i 
Confcious of guilt, in ev'ry face uhkhown 
Still he beholds his mafter and his judge. 
And (till Oref^cs haunts his troubled foul : 
Much he enquires concerning you, and longs 
To fee you both, I have a thoufand fears, 
A thoufand hopes 5 heav'n grant we may fuccccd ! 
Mean time I have obey'd your orders, founded 
The people's hearts, and ftrovc to animate 
Their zeal ; infpir'd them with the diftant hope 
Of an avenger ; foon or late the race 
Of rightful kings muft profpcr: ev'ry heart 
Giow'd with warm tranfport at Oreftes' name ; 
Awaken'd from her flumber, vengeance rifes 

Wih 
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With double vigour ; my few faithful friends. 
Who dwell in this k>ne defert with Pammenes, 
Lift up their hands to heav'n, and c|ll on thee ; 
And yet I tremble to behold thee here 
Unarm'd and unaffifted, leaft fome chance 
Difcover diee, and blaft our hopes : the foe 
Is barb'rout, a£live, vigilant, and bold ; 
One &tal ftroke may ruin all ; wbilft thou, 
Againft a tyrant ieated on his throne, 
Bring'ft nothing but Oreftes, and his friend. 

PYLADE8. 
And are not they fuff dent t 'Tis the work 
Of heav'n th^ ojftt fulfills i€s own defigns 
By means moft.WcJhderfd, that in the deep 
O'erwhelm'd our little all, and here alone 
Hath left: us to perforih the facrifice.* 
Sometimes it arms the fov'reigns of the earth 
With tenfold vengeance ; fometimes, in contempt 
Of human valour, ftrikcs in awful filence j 
Nature and friendfliip then aflert the rights 
Of heav'n, and vindicate il^ pow'r divine. 

ORESTES. 
Oreftes afks no other did, no arm 
But thine, my Py lades/ 

PYLMiE.&. 
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PYLADES. 

Take heed, my friend. 
Quit not the paths of fafety pointed out 
By the juft gods ; remember thou art Bound 
By folemn oath to hide thee from Ele£lra ; 
Your peace, your happinefs, your kingdom, all 
Depend upon it : O refrain your tranfports, 
DifTemble, and obey ; 'tis fit Eleftra 
ShouM be deceiv'd, ev'n more than Clytemnaeftra. 

PAMMENES. 
Thank heav'n, that thus ordain'd it for thy fafety. 
Already hadi Eledra, bath'd in tears, 
And calling for her great avenger, fill'd 
Thefe folitary manfions with her cries ; 
Impprtunate and bold, (he fought mc out. 
And with imprudent warmth, demanded loud. 
Where was her brother, where her dear Oreftcs : 
Nature had whifper*d to her anxious heart 
He was not far from his Eleftra : fcarce 
Cou'd I withold her eager fteps. 

ORESTES. 

Ye gods ! 
Muft I refrain? O infupportablc ! 

PYLADES. 
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PYLADES. 
You heiitat^ ; O think, my dear Oreftes, 
Think on the menaces of angry heav'n. 
Think on its goodnefs that preferv'd thy life 
From ev'ry danger; if thou ihould'ft oppofe 
Its facred will, eternal wrath awaits 
To Waft thy purpbfe j tremble, fon of Atreus 
And Taittalus, remember what thy haplefs race 
Hath fufier'd, nor expe£l a milder doom. 

ORESTES. 
What pow'r invincible prefides unfeen 
O'er human anions, and dii-eds our fate ? 
Is it a crime to liften to the voice 
Of fond affection ? O eternal juftice. 
Thou deep abyfs, unfearchable to man ! 
Shall not our weaknefs and our guilt by thee 
Be ftill diftinguifh'd ? (hall the man who wanders 
From virtue's paths unknowing, and who braves 
Thy pow'r, (hall he who yields to nature's laws. 
And he who breaks them, (hare an equal fate ? 
But (hall the flave condemn his mafter ? heav'n 
Gave us our being, and can owe us nothing : 
Therefore no more : in filence I obey. 
Give me the urn, the ring, and bloody fword. 
Which thou haft hither brought, they (hall be ofier'd 

Far 
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Far from Eledra's fight : let as be gone ; 
I'll fee my fitter wlrth I hate rewng'd her. 

[TtiniiDg to 

Go thou, Pammen(^) and pnepare the hearts 
Of thy brave fojlowert fbr the great event 
Which Greece awaits, atid I muft execute : 
Deceive ^gifthu^, atid my guilty nfother ; 
Let them enjoy the tranfitory bitfs, 
The fhort-liv'd pleafure of Orcftes' death. 
If an unnat'ral mother can behold 
With joy the aihes of a murther'd fon : 
Here will I Wait, and ftop them as they pais. 

SCENE n. 

ELECTRA anH IPHISIA on one fide of the ftagc^ 
ORESTES and PVLADES on the other, with a 
Have carrying s^n urn and a fword. 

ELECTRA. [Tolphifa. 

Hope difappointcd is the worft of forrows, 
O my Iphifa, all thy flatt'ring dreams 
Arc vaiiifti'd, and Pammcncs, with a word. 
Hath undecciv'd us ; the fair day that fhone 
So bright is clouded o*er, and darknefs fpreads 
On tv'ry fide : alas I our wretched life 
Is but a round of never-ending woes. 

ORESTES. 
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ORESTES. [ToPyladcf. 

Two women, and in tears ! 

PYLADES. 

Alas, my lord. 
Beneath a tyrant all things wear the face 
Of grief and misery. 

ORESTES. 
In ^gififaus' court 
Nothing ihou^d reign but forrow. 

IPHISA. 

[ToEleftnu 
Look, Elednit 
The ftrangers come diis way. 

ELECTRA. 

Unhappy omen I 
They did p roh6uncg ^gifthus' hated name^ 

IPHtSAi 
One is that hero whom I told thee of; 
The noble yoiidi *— *— 

ELECTRA. 

[Looking at Oreftet* 
Alas I I too, like thee. 
Had been deceiT'd, 
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[Turning to Oreftet, 
Who arc ye, wretched ftrangers ; 
And what hath led you to this fatal fhore ? 

ORESTESr 
We come to fee the king who reigns in Argos, 
And take our orders from him. 

ELECTRA. 
Are ye Grecians^ 
And call ye him a king, the murtherer 
Of Agamemnon? 

0RESTE8. 
He is fov'reign herC) 
And heaT*n conmiands us to refpe£l his throne. 
Not to difputc his title. 

ELECTRAi 
Horrid maxim ! 
And what have you to a(k of this proud kings 
This bloody monfter here ? 

ORESTES. 

We come to bring him 

Some happy tidings. 

ELECTRA. 

Dreadful then to us 
They mufl be. 

^ I P H I S A- 
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IPHISA. [Seeing the Urn. 

Ha ! an um ! O grief, O horror I 

PYLADES. 
Orcftes ■ ■' 

ELECTRA. 

O ye gods ! Orcftes dead ! 

I faint, I die. 

ORESTES. 

What have we done, my friend ! 

They cou'd not be miftaken, for their grief 

Betrap them : O ! my blood runs cold.— *Fair princeis. 

Be comforted, and live* 

£L£CTRA. 

Oreftesdead? 
And can I live ? O no, barbarians, here 
Complete your cruelty. 

IPHISA. 

Alas! youiee 

The poor remains of Agamemnon ; we 

Are his unhappy dau^ters, the iad fifters 

OfloftOreftes. 

ORESTES. 

O Eleara ! O 
Iphila ! O where am I ? cruel gods ! 

[To die flave carrying the urn. 

Take from tbeir.fight thofe monuments of woe. 
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That fatal urn, which — — 

ELECTRA. 

[ Running towiurdi the unu 
Woud*ft thou uke it from me i 
Woud'ft thou deprive me of the little all 
That's left EleAra by ofiended heav'n I 

give it me. 

[ 8h€ takettheviiii and embcBcei ic 

iPorbear i what woud*ft thou do ? 

PYLADE8. 
Away : ^gifthui only muft receive 
Thefe precious reliques. 

ELECTRA. 

Muft I then behead 
My brother's aflies in a tyrant's hand. 
And are Oreftes' murtherers before me I 

ORESTES. 
Horrid reproach ! it (hocks my very foul : 

1 can no longer — 

ELECTRA* 
Yet you weep with me : 
O, in the name of the avenging g0ds. 



i 
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Ifyeareguildds, if jPQvrgra'ipa^ bands 
Colleded his dev 4(bes > 

* ORESTES. 

Gracious heav'n I 

ELECTRA. 

If ye lament his death, O anfwer me : 

"Wliotold you of his fate : art thou his friend ? 

Speak^ noble youth : both dumb \ yet both affliiSed : 

Ev'n whilil your words pla,nt daggers in my heart. 

Ye (eem to pity me. 

ORESTES. 

It is too much; 

The gods have been obeyed enough already. 

ELECTRA. 

What lay'ft thou? 

ORESTES. 

Leave thofe poor remains. 

ELECTRA^ 

Ono: 

I never will : alas ! is ev'ry heart 

Inflexible ? I tell thee, cruel ftranger, 
I mud not, cannot give thee back again 
The fatal gift thy pity hath beftow'd : 
'Tis my Orcftes j and I will embrace him : 
Behold his dying iifkr. 
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ORE8TE8. 
Cruel gods I 
Where arc your thunders now ? O ftrikc : Eledlra, 
I can no longer — — 

ELECTRA. 

Ha! 

* ORESTES. 
I ought — •— 

PYLADE8. 

O heaven ! 

ELECTRA. 
Go on — 

ORESTES. 
Know then -— -. 

SCENE III. 

AGISTHUS, CLYTEMNJESTR A, ORESTES, PYLADES 
. ELECTRA, IPHISA, PAMMENES, Guaids. 
^GISTHUS. 
O glorious fiHrdade ! 
Fortune, I thank thcc : Can it be, Pammcncs ? 
My rival dead ! it is, it mufl be true, 
Elcdtra's grief confirms it. 

ELECTRA. 
Dreadful hour f 

ORESTES. 
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ORESTES. 

To what am I referv'd ? 

^GISTHUS.. 

Seize on the urn, 

And wreft it from her. 

[ They take tlic urn from her. 

ELECTRA. 
O thou haft robb'd me of the only good 
This life cou'd e'er afford me, barb'rous monfter ! 
O take Eledra too, tear forth this heart 
And join me to Oreftes ; &ther, fon. 
Sifter, and brother, all thy wretched vidims 
.Unite to fatiate thy levenge : now, tyrant. 
Enjoy thy happincfs, enjoy thy crimes : 
And thou, inhuman mother, look with him 
On the delightful fpecftacle, it fuits 
Thy nature, and is worthy of you both 

[ Iphiia leads her oft 

S C E N E IV. 

-ffiGISTHUS,''CLyTEMN-ffiSTRA, ORESTES' 
PYLADES^ Guards. 

CLYTEMN^STRA.. 

Muft Ibearthis? 

iEGISTHUS. 

She ihall be puniih'd for it : 

Ut 



^4 ' ORESTES. 
Let her complain to heav'n, for heav'n itfelf 
Willjuftify iflgifthus; it approves 
Where it forbids not; therefore I am guiltlefi^ 
And happy too : my throne ftands firmely now^ 
My life's in fafcty j but I muft reward 
The zeal and valour of thefe noble Grecians. 

ORESTES. 
It was our duty, royal fir, to lay 
Thefe proofs before you : take this fword, this ring, 
You muft remember it : 'twas Agamemnon's. 

CLYTEMN-ffiSTRA. 
And was it then by thee Oreftes fell ? 

iEGISTHUS. 
If thou haft fcrv*d me, thine be the reward : 
But, fay, who art thou, of what race ? 

ORESTES. 

« 

My name 
Muft not as yet be known ; perhaps hereafter 
It may be : in the fields of Troy my father 
Diftinguifli'd (hone amongft the great avengers 
OfMenclausi in thofc days of glory 
He fought, and fell : defertcd and forlorn. 
Left by a cruel mother, and purfued 
By moft inhuman foes, thi;> friend alone 
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Supported me ; was fortuiie, Acher, "Sill : 

With him I ftill have trod the paths of honour. 

With him defy'd the oialsce of my £ite : 

Such is my ftory. 

^GISTHUS. 

' But fay where thy arm 
Revenged me of this hated prince : inform me. 

ORESTES. 
'Twas in a wood that to the temple Ica^s 
Of Epidaurus, near Achcmor's tomb. 

MGisruvs. 

The king had fet a price upon his head : 
How came you not to afk for your reward ? 

ORESTES. 
Becauie I hated infamy, and fought 
For vengeance, not for hire ; I did not mean 
To fell his blood -, a private motive raised 
This arm againft him, as my friend well knows^ 
And I rcvcng'd myfelf without the aid 
Of king*^, nor ihall I boaft the vi£bry : 
Forgive mc, fir : 1 tremble -, for the widow 
Of Agamemnon's here j perhaps I've fcrv'd. 
Perhaps offended her > FU take my leave. 

Vot.m. E iF.GlSTtt\JS. 
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^GISTHUS. 
Thou (bait not ; ftay, I charge thee. 

CLYTEMN^STA. 

Let him go : 

That urn, and the fad flory he has told. 
Have fill'd my foul with horror : heav'ni my lord, 
Protefts your throne and life, be thankful for it. 
And leave a mother to indulge her forrows. 

ORESTES. 
Madam, I thought that Agamemnon's fon . 
Was hateful to you. 

CLYTEMN^STRA. 

I muft own I fear'd him. 

ORESTES. 
Fcar'd him ? 

CLYTEMN-ffiSTRA. 

I did indeed ; for he was born 

To be moft guilty. 

ORESTES. 

Guilty ? and to whom ? 

CLYTEMN-ffiSTRA. 
The wretched wanderer, thou know^ft, was doom'd 
To hate a mother, doom'd to Ihed the blood 
From whence he fprang ; fuch was his horrid fate : 
Perhaps he had fulfiU'd — and yet his death. 
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1 know not why, aflFrights me, and I tremble 
To look on you wholavM me from his vengeance. 

ORESTES. 

Alas ! a ion againft a mother arm'd ! 

O ^o cou'd loofe that facred tye ? perhaps 

HewifhM 

CLYTEMN-flSSTRA. 

O heav'n ! 
-flEGlSTHUS, 
What fay*ft thou ? didft thou know him ? 

PYLADES. [Afide. 

He will difcover all. 

[To ^gifthus. 
He did, my lord. 

The wretched foon unite, and foon divide; 

At Delphi firft we faw him. 

ORESTES. 

Yes: I knew 
His purpofe well. 

iEGISTHUS. 

Whatwa'ft? 

ORESTES. 

To murther thee, 

-ffiGISTHUS. 
IVe ieen his malice long, but I defpis'd It. 

E 2 ^^"^ 
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Mean titne £le£bra us'd Oreftes* name 
To fpread divifion o'er my kingdom ; fhe 
Was my worft foe : thou haft revenged me of her. 
Take thy reward, I yield her to thy pow*r ; 
She (hall be thine : the haughty maid, who ipum*d 
The great alliance with ^gifthus' fon j 
Henceforth (he is thy flave : the wretched race 
Of Priam long beneath the conquVors yoke 
Submiffive bow'd, and dragged the fervile chain ; 
And wherefore (hou'd not Agamemnon's blood 
Bend in its turn, and {hare an equal fate ? 

CLYTEMN-ffiSTRA. 

Wou'd Clytcmnaeftra fufFer that ! 

-ffiGISTHUS. 

Thou woud'ft not 

Defend thy worft of foes j profcribe Oreftcs, 

Yet fpare Elcdlra. 

[To Orefles. 
Leave the urn with me. 

0RESTE8, 
We will, my lord, and fhall accept your often 

CLYTEMN^STRA. 
T/wr were to carry our rcfcntmcnt further 
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ThanjufBcewarmnts; let bja hence, and bear 

Some other recompenfe : we tfK> nuft go : - 

Let us, my lord, 1 beg thee, let iisquk 

Thefe horrid manfions of the d^, where nought 

But dreadful images on ev'ry fide 

Surround me : O ! we never can prepare 

The bloody feaft between the father's tomb 

And the fon's aihes : how (hall we invoke 

The houihold gods, whom we have injured i how> 

Amid*ft our cruel fports, give up the blood 

Of Clytenmaeftra to the ncuirdierer 

Of her Orcftes ? O it muft not be | 

I tremble at the thought : my fears, Agifthus, 

Shou'd waken thine : this ftrahger rives my heart | 

His very fight is deadlieft poi(bn to me. 

Away, my lord, and let me be concealed 

Prom ev'ry eye ; wou'd it were poffiblc 

To hide me from myfclf ! 

[Bait aytenmaeftnu 

-ffiGISTHUS. 

[To Orcftes* 

Stay thou, and wait 

Till time befriend thee ; nature for a moment 

Is clamorous and loud, but foon as reafim 

Shall re-aflume its empire, tnt*reft then 

Muft plead thycaufe, and (he alone be heard* 

E 3 \J«as 
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Mean time remain with usj and celebrate 

Our nuptial day : 

[To one of his Attendants. 

Hade you to Epidaurus, 

And hither bring my fon i let him confirm 

The welcome tidings. 

SCENE V. 
ORESTES, PYLADES. 
ORESTES. 

Yesy Oreftes comes 

To join the cruel pomp, and make thy feaft 

A feaft of blood. 

PYLADES. 

O how I trembled for thee ! 

I fcar'd thy love j I fear'd thy tendernefs ; 

Andy more than all, thy honeft rage, that burft 

In tranfports forth when thou beheld'ft the tyrant : 

I faw thee ready to infult him j faw 

Thy foul take fire at Agamemnon's name. 

And dreaded the fad confequence. 

ORESTES. 

My mother, 
O Pyladcs, my mother picrc'd my heart. 
Did'ft thou not mark the workings of her foul 
Whilft I was fpeaking ? O I felt them all. 
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Scarce cou*d my voice in fiiult'ring accents tell 

The mekncholy talc, whilft Clytemnxftra 

Still gaz*d, and trembled ftill : a father's murther ; 

A fitter unreveng'd ; a tyrant yet 

Unpuniih'd ; and a mother to be taught 

Her int'reft and her duty ; what a weight 

Of fecret cares \ great heav'n complete thy work ! 

Urge on the lingering moments that retard 

My vengeance -, O let me perform the tafk 

Of love, and hatred; let me mix the blood 

Of bafe ^gifthus with the vile remains 

Of Plifthenes; letfweet Eleflra fee 

The cruel tyrant gafping at my feet. 

And know her dear deliverer in Oreftes ! 

SCENE VL 
ORESTES, PYLADES,PAMMENE 8. 

ORESTES. 
What haft diou done, Pammenes, may wc hope — • 

PAMMENES. 
O my dear lord, ne'er, fince the fatal day 
When Agamemnon fell, did greater perils 
Threaten thy precious life. 

ORESTES. 
Ha ! what hath happend ? 
E4 ^W^KVi^^ 
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PYLADES. 

StiU 
Muft I have caufc to tremble for Oreftcs ? 

PAMMENES. 
This inftant is arriv'd a meflengcr 
From Epidaurus, and e'er this relattd 
ITic death of Pliflhcncs.. 

PYLADES. 

Immortal gods ! 
ORESTES. 
And knows he that Orcftes flew his (on ? 

PAMMENES. 
They fpeak of nothing but his death i e'er long 
Frefh tidings are expected ; and the news 
Mean time conceal'd from Greece that Ibe has loft 
One of her tyrants ; the king, flill in doubt. 
Shuts himfelf up with Clytcmngftrt : this 
I learn'd from one, who, to the royal blood 
Still faithful, pines in loathfome fervitude 
Beneath the proud ufurper. 

ORESTES. 

I have gathered 

At leaft the firft fair fruits of promised vengeance i 

Grant me, ye gods, to jeap a plenteous harveft ! 

Think'ftthou, my friend, they wou'd uplift this arm 

In vain, and only profper to deceive mei 



T^ 
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To myfucceisful valour give the fon. 

And after yield me to the father's pow*r ? 

Let us away : danger fhouM make us bold ; 

Who fears, not death is mafter of his foe ; 

ril feize the moment of uncertainty. 

E'er the full day of truth ^ares in upon him. 

And points his rage. 

PAMMENES 

- Away: you muft be known 

To thofe few noble fpirits who will die 

To ferve their prince ; this fecret place conceals 

Some faithful friends, who may be ftill more ufeful,. 

Becaufe unknown. 

PYLADES. 

Hafte then i and if the tomb 

Of thy dfear father,, if thy honour'd name 

Join'd to Eledfara's, ifthcwrath ofheav'n 

Againft ufurpers, if the gracious gods 

Who hither led thee, if they all ihou'd fail,, 

If this detefted fpot is doom'd by fate 

To be thy grave, O take a wretched life 

To thee devoted, we will die together, 

That comfort's left ; for Pyladcs (hall fall 

Clofc by thy fide, and worthy of Oreftes. 

E S O R E S T E I 
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ORESTES, 
trike me, kind heav'n I but O for pity (ave 
His matchleis valour, and protect my friend ! 

End of the Third Act. 
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ORESTES, PYLADES. 

ORESTES. 

PErhaps the vigilance of good Pammenes 
May for a while remove the Icing's fufpicions } 
And gracious heav'n, in pity to our woes. 
Deceive iEgifthus to a fond belief. 
That the devoted race of Tantalus 
Is now no more ; but, O my Pylades, 
The fword I offer'd at my father's tomb 
Is ftol'n by facrilegious hands, that reach 
Ev'n to the facred manfions of the dead : 
If it be carry'd to the tyrant, all 
Will be difcover'd ; let us hafte, my friend. 
And felze him, e'er it be too late. 

PYLADES. 

Pammenes 

Is watchful o'er our int'reft j we muft wait 

For him ; when wc have gathered the few friends 

Thai 
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That mean to fervc us, be this tomb the place 
Of meeting for us all) Pammenej then 

Will join us here. 

ORESTES. 

O Pylades, O heav'n ! 
This barbVous law that forces me to wound 
A tender heart that lives but fot OreLes ! 
And muft I leave Eleftra to her forrows ? 

PYLADES. 

Yes: thou haft fworn it, therefore perfevere ; 
Thou haft more caufe to dread Elcftra now 
Than all thy foes ; (he may deftroy, but ne'er 
Can ferve us». and the.tyrant's eyes may foon 
Be open'd : O fubdue, if poflible. 
The pangs of nature, and conceal thy love: 
We came not hereto comfort thy Eleflra^ 
But to revenge her.. 

ORESTES 
See, my Py lades. 
She comes this way, perhaps in fearch of me» 

PYLADES. 
Her evVy ftep is watchM : you muft not fee her : 
Begone ; and doubt not, I'll obferve her well ; 
The eyes of friendihip feldom are decciv'd. 
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SCENE II. 

ELECTSfA, IPHI8A,PYLADB9. 

I 

ELECTRA. 

The villain hathefcap'd mei he avoids 

My Rated fight, and leaves me to my fate, 

Tu fruitlefs rage, and unavailing tears. 

Without the hope of vengeance : fay, barbarian. 

Thou vile accomplice in his crimes, where went 

The murthcrer, my tyrant, my new lord, 

(For foit feems i£gifthu8 has decreed) 

Where is he gone ? 

PYLADE8. 

To do the will of heav'n. 
In dutiful obedience to the gods i 
And well wou*d it become the royal maid 
7*0 follow bis example : fate ofttimes 
Deceives the hearts of men, dircdb in fecret. 
And guides their wand'ringftepsthroughpathsunkAOwn: 
Oftimcs it finks us in the deep abyfs 
Oi' ruis'ry, and then raifes us to joy j 
Binds us in chains, or lifts us to a throne. 
And gives us life mid ft horrors, tombs, and death. 
Complain no more, but yield to thy new forrows ; 
Be patient, and be happy : fare thee well. 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

. - BLECTRAjf IPHISA. 
EJLBCTRA. 
He fwclb my rage to furj and defpair : 
Thinks he Til tamdy bear thefe cruel infults ^ « 
Cou'd not a father's and a brother's death 
Fill up the meafure of EleAra's woes ) 
But ihe muft bend beneath the vile aflaffin 
Of her Oreftes ^ be a common flave 
To all the murth'rers of her haplefs race f 
Thou, dreadful fword, wet with Oceftes' bloody 
Exposed in triumph at the (acred tomb,. 
Thou execrable trophy, for a moment 
Thou did'ft deceive me, but thou haft infulted 
The aihes of the dead -, I'll make thee ferve 
A nobler purpofe : tho' ^gifthus hides 
His guilty head, and with the queen in fecret 
Plans future crimes, and meditates deftru£lion^ 
Still we may find the murth'rer of Oreftes : 
I cannot bathe me in the blood of both 
My tyrants, but of one at leaft my foul 

Shall be reveng'd. 

IPHISA. 

I cannot blame the grief 

Whic^ I partake] but hear me, he^r the voice 

Ot 
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Of reafon ; cv'ry tongue (peaks of Oreftes ; 

They (ay, he lives, and the king's fears confirm it» 

You faw Pammenes talking with this ftranger 

In fecret, faw his ardent zeal to ferve 

And to attend him : think'ft thou, our beft friend^ 

Our comforter, the good old man, wou'd e'er 

Aflbciate with a murth'rer ? never, never. 

He cou'd not be fo bafe.. 

ELECTRA. 

He may be fijfe. 
Or weak ; old age is eafily deceiv'd : 
We are betray'd by all ; I know we are : 
Did not the cruel ftranger boaft his deed f 
Did not ^gidhus yield me up a victim ? 
Was not Eledlra made the price of guilt. 
The murtherer's reward ? Oreftcs calls me 
To join him in the tomb : now then, my fitter,. 
If e'er thou lov'dft Eleftra, pity her 
In her laft moments j bloody they muft be,. 
And terrible. Away ; inform thyfclf 
Touching Pammenes ; fee if the aflafiin 
Be with the queen : (he flatters all my foes ;. 
She heard unmov'd the murther of her fon. 
And fcem'd, O gods ! a mother feem*d, to (bare 
The guilty tranfport with her favage lord. 

O 
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O that tliu (word cou\]ieadi him in her armsy 
And pieroB the traitor's heart ! Ill do*t. 

XPHISA. 

No more : 

IndeeijLyou wrong her j for the fight of him 

Ofiendsher: be not thus precipiute 

And rafh, Eledra 1 1 wBl to Pammenes, 

And talk with him : or I am much decei/d. 

Or by their filence they but mean to bide 

Some myfPry from us : your imprudent warmth 

(Yet who wou'd not forgive it in the wretched ?) 

Perhaps alarms them, and they wou'd conceal 

From you their purpofe ; what it is, I know not : 

Pammenes (eems to ihun you, let me go 

And fpeak to him; but do not, my Eledra, ^ 

Hazard a deed thou wilt too late repent ofi. 

SCENE IV. 
ELECTRA. 
The fubtle tyrants have gain'd o'er Pammenes ; 
Old age is weak and fearful : what can faith 
Or friendfhip do againft the hand of pow'r ? 
Henceforth Eledra to herielf alone 
Shall truft her vengeance : 'tis enough : thefe hands, 
Arm'd with defpair, (hall aft with double vigour. 

Arifc 
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Arife ye furies,, leave piu; dark abodfe 

For feats more guilty, and anoilier hdl^ 

Open your dreary caverns, and receive * 

Vour viAims ; bring your flaming torches here^. 

Daughters of vengeance, arm yourfelves and me j. 

Approach^ with death and terror in your train ; 

Oreftes,. Agamemnon, and £Ie£lr& 

Invoke your aid : and lo ! they come^ I fee 

Their glitt'rihg fwords,. and unappallM behold them ; 

They are not half fo dreadful as ^gifthus : 

The murth'ter comts.; and fee, they throng aiouiid. 

him; 
Hell points him out,, and" yields hiin toimy vengeance^ 

S e E N E V. 

EL£CTRA» at die bottom of the ftsge* 
C R £ S T £ S, on the other fide at a dxibnce.froiQ her*. 
ORESTES. 
Where am I ? hither they dire£lcd me : 
O my dear country ! and thou, fatal fpot 
That gave me birth, thou great but guilty ntco- 
Of Tantalus, for ever fhall thy blood 
Be wretched ? horror here on ev'ry fide 
Surrounds me : wherefore am I punilh'd thus ?- 
What have I done ? why OMift Oreftes fufFer 

For his forefather's crimes \ 

ELECTRA. 
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'ELECTRA. 

[AdfftnciDg a little from the bottom of the fbgt. 

What pow'r witn Jds me ? 

I cannot lift my arm againft him ; but 

I will go on. 

ORESTES. 

Methought I heard a voice ; 

my dear father, ever-bonour'd (hade. 
Much injur'd Agamemnon, did'ft thou groan ? 

ELECTRA. 
Juft heav'n ! durft he pronounce that facred name ? 
And fee he weeps : can (ighs and penitence 
Find entrance fae^ i but what is his remorfe 
To the dire hcnrors that Eledra feels I 

[ She comes forwvd* 
He is alone ; nbw ftrike -*- die, taitor r-^'Q 

1 cannot-'— 

ORESTES. 

Gods ! Eledlra, art thou here> 
Furious and trembling ? 

ELECTRA. 

Sure thou art (bme god 
Who thus unnerv'ft m^ : -«- thou haft flain my brother r 
I wou'd have ta'cn thy life (ot^ti^ but the fword 
Dfopp*d ironl my hand i thy genius hath prevail'd i 
I ][ield to thee, and muft betoty my brother. 
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ORESTES. 
Betray bim, no I O why am I reflraind ? — — 
ELECTRA. 

At fight of thee my refolution dies, 

And all is changVI : coud it be thou who fiird 

My foul with terror ? 

ORESTES. 

O I wou'd repay 
Thy precious tears with hazard of my life* 

ELECTRA. 
Methou^t I heard theefpeak of Agamemnon. 
O gentle youth, deceive me not, but ipeak : 
For I had well nigh done a defperate deed -, 
O flicw me all the guilt of it I explain 
l*hc niydVy; tell me who thou art. 

ORESTES. 

O filler 
OfdcarOrcftcs, fly from me, avoid me. 

ELECTRA. 

But wherefore ! fpeak. 

ORESTES. 

No more : — I am — take heed 
Thdy fee us not together. 
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ELECTRA. 
Gracious heav'n ! 
Thou fill'ft my heart with terror and with joy. 

ORESTES. 
O if thou Wft thy brother 

ELECTRA. 

LovehimI yes: 
And O in thee.I hear a father's voice. 
And (be his features ; nature hath unveil'd 
The myft*ry : O be kind and fpeak for her. 
Do not deny it ; fay thou art my brother: 
Thou ait, I know thou art — ^my dear Oreftes s 
How con*d a lifter feek thy precious life ? 

ORESTES. [Embracing hen 

Heav'n direats in vain, and nature will prevail : 
Ele^ba is more powerful than the gods* 

ELECTRA. 
TTie gods have giv*n aflfter to thy vows. 
And doft thou fear their wrath ? 

ORESTES. 

Their cruel orders 
Wou'd have deprivM me <^my dear EleSra, 
And may perhaps chafiife a brother's weaknefs. 
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ELECTRA, 
Thy weaknefs there was virtue -, O rejoice 
With me, Oreftes } wherefore woudft thou force at 
To that rafh 2& ? it might have coflthee dear. 

ORESTES. 
Tvc broke my facred promife. 

ELECTRA. 

'Twas thy duty«. 
ORESTES. 
A fecret trufted tone by the gqds^ 

ELECTB.A. 
I drew it from thee i I extorted it i 
Mine be the guilt j an oath more facred far 
Binds me to vengeance : what haft thou to fear t 

ORES.TES. 

Mydeikioy» tbeor»clet9 the blood 

From whence I fpruog. 

E.LECTRA. 

That blood henceforth (hall Bxm 
Ia purer ftreams ; hafle then, and join with nxe 
To fcourge the guilty ; oracles and gods 
Are all propitious to our great defign. 
And the (ame pow'r that iav'd will guide Oreftes. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 
BLECCRA* ORESTES, PYLADES, PAMM£NE$» 

ELECTRA. 

Rejoice with me, myftieAds^ fori have found 

My dear Oreftes. 

PYLADES. tToOffftes. • 

Haft thou then reveal'd 

Tbedang'roiis fecret ? Coud'ft thou think-— 

ORESTES. 

Ifhetv'o 
Expeds obedience, it muft give us law^ 

We can obey*. 

EJ-ECTRA. 

Can*ft thou reproach him thus 

Only forsaking poor Ele<ara happy ? 

Woud'ft thou adopt the cruel fentiments 

Of perfecuting foes, and hide Oreftes 

From my embraces ? what unjuft decree. 

What harfii commands— 

PYLADES. 

I meant to iave hfan for thfc. 

That he might live, and he thy great avjBOger. 

PAMMSNE8. 
Princefi, thouknow'ft, in this detcfted place 
They watch thee nearly ; ev'ry figh is heard. 
And evVr motion carefully obferv'd ; 
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Thofe private friends, whofe humble ftate eludes 
The tyi^ts fearch, adore this noble jrouth. 
And wouM have fervM him ; ev'ry thing's preparM ; 
But thy imprudence now will hazard all. 

ELECTRA. 
Did not Agifthus give me to a hand, 
Stain'd, as he thought, with my Oreftes' blood ? 

[To Oreftet. 

Thou art my mafterj I am bound to ferve thee i 

I will obey the tyrant ; his commands. 

For once, are welcome, and the profped brightens 

On ev'ry fide. 

PAMMENES. 

It may be clouded foon, 

/Egifthus is alarm'd, and we have caufe 

To tremble; if he but fufpe^ us, death 

Muft be our portion, therefore let us part. 

PYLADES. [ToPammenei. 

Hence, good Pammenes, bring our friends together. 
The hours are precious ; hafte and finiih foon 
Thy noble work ; 'tis time we fhoxxd appear. 
And — like ourfelves. 

SCENE 
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SCENE vn. 

iEGISTHUS, CLyTEMN^STRA,ELECTRA,ORESTES, 
FYLADES, Guards. 

-ffiOISTHUS. 
Slaves, execute your office, 
And bear tbefe traitors to the dungeon. 

ORESTES. 

Once 

There rul'd o'er Argos thofc who better knew 
Tht rights of hofpitality. 

PYLADES. 
^gifthus. 
What is our crime ? Inform us, and at leaft 
Refpe£i; this noble youth. 

JEGISTHUS. 

Away with them ; 
Ye ftand aghaft, as if ye fear'd to touch 
Hfa fecred perfon : henCe, I fay, take'heed 
Ye difobey me not : guards, drag them off. ^ 

ELECTRA. 

Q ftay, barbarian, flay ; for heaven itfelf 

Pleads for their facred lives — they tear them from me, 

O gods ! 

^ G I S T H U S. 
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. AOI.8THUS, 

£le£fara, tremble for thyfelf. 
Perfidious ^ thq^ art; ^d dread mi wrath. 

SCENE vjn. 

BLECTRAi CLYTEMN/ESTRA. 
ELECTI^A. 
O hear me, if thou art a mother, hear; 
Let me recall thy former tendemefs. 
Forgive Yny guilty rage, the iad effeft 
Of unexampled forrows ; to complain. 
Is fiill, the mournful privilege of grief : 
Pity thefe wretched ftrangcrs ; heav'n perhaps, 
Whofe dreadful vengeance thou fo long haft fear'd, 
May for their fakes forgive thy paft offences ; 
The pardon thou beftoVft on them may plead 
For thee : O fave 'em, fave 'em, 

CLYTEMNJESTRA. 

Why (houd'ft thou 
Be thus folfcitous ? What intVeft prompts 

Thy ardent zeal ? 

ELECTRA. 

Thou fee'ft, the gods proteft thcm^ 
Who fav'd them from the Ocean's boift'rous rage. 
And brought them here : heav'n gives them to thy care. 
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And will require them at thy hands — to one, 

O if they knew'ft him — ^but they both are wretched. 

Are we in Argos, or at Tauris, where 

The cruel ptieftefe bids her altar's fmoke 

With ftranger*s blood ? What muft I do to fave them ? 

Command, and I obey : io Plifthenes 

You'd have me wedded ; I fubmit, tho' death 

Were far more welcome j lead me to his bed. 

CLYTEMN^STRA. 
You mean to mock us: know'ft thou not, he's dead? 

ELECTRA. 
Juft heav'n ! and hath ^glfthus loft a fon ? 

CLYTEMN-flSSTRA. 
I fee the joy that fparkles in thy eyes ; 
Thou'rt pleas'd to hear it. 

ELECTRA. 

Nq : I am too wretched 
To be delighted with another's woe : 
I pity the unhappy, nor wou'd (hed 
The blood of innocence : O fave the ftrangcrs ! 
I aik no more. 

CLYTfeMN-flSSTRA. 
Away : I underftand thee, 
And know thee but too well ^ thou haft confirm'd 
Vol. III. F The 



c; 
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The king's fufpicions, and reveal'd the fecret : 
One of thefe ftrangers is — Oreftes. 

ELECTRA. 

WcU, 

Suppofe it were ; fuppofe that gracious heav'iiy 

In tender pity, had reftor'd thy fon— — 

CLYTEMNJE*TRA. 
O dreadful moment [ how am I to a& ? . 

ELECTRA. 
Is it a doubt, and can'ft thou heiitate? 
Thy fon ! O heav'n ! think on his paft mirfortuneSt 
Think on his merits i but if (till Ay mind 
Is doubtful, all is loft : farewell Oreftes. 

CLYTEMN^ST RA. 
Fm not in doubt } I am refolv*d i ev'n thou. 
With all thy fury, can'ft not change the love. 
The tenderncfs I bear him : I will guard. 
Save, and proteS him— he may punifli me. 
Perhaps he will ; I tremble at his name ; 
No matter — I'm a mother ftill, and love 
My children } thou ma/ft yet preferve thy hate. 

ELECTRA. 
No : I will fall fubmiffive at thy feet, 
And thank thy bounty : now, indulgent heav'n. 

Thy 
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Thy mercy (bines fupcrior to thy wrath i 
For thou'haft giv'n a mother to my vows, 
Chang'd her refentful heart, and fav'd Or»ftes. 

End of the Fourth Act. 
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ELECTRA. 
T A M forbid to enter, here ; opprefs'd 
-^ With fearsy in vain I lift Aefe hands to hetv'h : 
Iphi&comes not; but behold the gates 
Are opened : ha ! ihe's here^ t tremble. 

S C E N E IL 

ELECTRA, IPHISA. 

ELECTRA. 

Say, 
My dear Ipliifa, wh^t have I to hope. 

Will Clytemnacftra dare to be a mother ? 

Has (he the pow'r, has ihe the will to make us 

Some poor amends for allthe.crttel«vils 

She has inflidod on us ? Cou'd Ihe e^er ■ ■ ■ 

But flie'aa Have to guilt, and to ^gifthus : 

F % \«?L 
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I am prepared to hear the worft | O fpea]^ 
Say, all is paft, and we niuft die. 

IPHISA, 

I hope. 

And yet I fear : >£gifUxus. hath reeeiv*d 

Some dark fuggeftions, but is doubtful ftill. 

Whether Oreftes is his prisoner here. 

And Clytenniieftn^JfSSf ,inaitftn5cr*Ibttig- • - 

She feems to feel a mother's iondneb-fof him. 

And, pierc'd with anguifli, trembles for his life : 

She ftruggles with herfelf, and fears alike 

To fpeak or to be filent ; flrives to (both 

The tyrants rage, and fave them from his vengeance : 

fiut (hou'd Oreftes oace be known^ he dies. 

ELECTRA. 

O crruel thought ! perhaps wbea I implor'd 
My barb'rous mother I deftroy'd Oreftes j 
Her grief will but enrage the fierce ^gifthus; 
Nature is ever fatal here : I dread 
Her fJcnce, and yet wou'd not havd her fpeak ; 
Danger's on cv'ry fide : but fay, Iphifa, 
What hath Pammenes done ? 

IPHI8A. 

His feeble age 

Seems ibrengtben^d by misfortune^ and our dangers 
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But bfeath new fpirit o*er kis ardent zeal 
Tofenreour caufe j he animates our friends 
With double vigor ; ev'n the fervile throng. 
That cringe around the tyrant's throne, begin 
To murmur at the ilame of great Oreftes : 
Vet'rans, who ferv'd beneath the father, burn 
With honed: ardor to'fupport the fon : 
Such pow'r have juftice and the facred laws 
O'er mortal minds, bowe'erby vice corrupted* 

ELECTRA. 
O that Ele&rzcoxiM^ tHiRHMc (heir fouls 
With gfowhig-vihue, brtath her own fierceipirit 
Into their 'titnidhcatts, tmdianinktb 
Thwcoldrefcntmcrit! 'WouM I%ad'bnt-kno*n, 
E'er herinrivld'on Ai*-tfifcacrdih(We, 
That my OttStts Hv*! or^tllit *PamineriC8 
Had further urg'ii " ■ 

S C E N E III. 

iEGISTHUS, dLyi*EMN;iB«rTRA, E^ECTKA/ 
^IPHISA, Owdf* 

J^GJSTHUS. 

Guards, feize thit hoary traitor^ 
And let him be confronted with thbfe ftrangers 
Whom I have doom'd to death ; he is thw Ctv^tAs 
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And confident, th'accomplice in their crimes ! 
How dreadful was the fnare which they had laid ! 
O, Clytemnaeftra, 'tis the curs'J Oreftes, 
It muft be he ; do not deceive thyfelf, 
Do not defend him : O I fee it all. 
It is too plain : alas ! this urn contains 
l*he alhes of my fon : the murthVen brought 
7'hi8 fatal prefcnt to his weeping father* 

CLYTEMNAtTRA. 
Can'ft thou believe »■ . 

JBOI8TRU8. 

Icairi Imuflrely 

On the fwom hatred 'twixt d)*unbappy children 

Of Atreus and Thyeftesi muft believe 

The time, the place, the rage of fierce £ledra^ 

Iphifa's tears, your undeferv'd compaffion. 

Your Ul-tim'd pity for thefe bafe aflaffins i 

Oreftes lives, and I have loft my fon i 

But I have caught him in the toils -, whichever 

It be, for yet I know not, Til be juft, 

ril facrifice the murthVer to my fon. 

And to hb mother. 

CLVTEMN-aSTRA. 

Horrid facrifice ! 
I muft not fee' it 
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^GISTHUS. 
Horrible to thee ? 

CLYTEMN^STRA. 

yes ; already blood enough hatli flow'cf 
In this fad fcene of flaughter : O 'tis time 
To end the woes of Pelops' baplefs race : 
If after all it fliou'd not be Oreftes, 

Woud'ft thou, on dark fufpicion's vague report, 
Murther the innocent ? and if it be 
Indeed my fon, my lord, I muil defend him, 
Muft gain his pardon^ thy hands, or perifh. 

JfrGISTHUS. 

1 caxmot, dare not yield to thy requeft ; 
For thy own fake I dare not i thy fond pity 
May 1>e thy ruin ; all that melts thy heart 
To foft compaffion, (harpens mine to rage 
And fierce refentment : one of them I know 
Muft be Oreftes, therefore both fhall die; 

I ought not ev*n to hefitate a moment : 
Guards, do your office. 

IPHISA. 
O, my lord, behold mc 
Low at your feet s muft all our baplefs race 
Thus humbly bend, thus fuppUcatt m^miiX 

. F 4 ^'tOcss 
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EIe£lra, kneel with me, embrace his knees. 
Thy pride deftroys us. 

ELECTRA. 

Can I ftoop (b low ? 
Shall I bring foul difgrace on thee, my brother. 
And ignominy, and (hame ? it (hocks my foul j 
But I will fuffer all to fave Oreftes. 

[Turning to iBgiiUmi. 
If thou wilt fave him, here I promil« thee, 
(Not to forget my father's murdicr^ that 
I never can, but) in refpeftful filence 
To pay thee homage, iHll to live wttlT.thce ' 
A willing flave, let but my brother live. 

^GISTHUS. 
Thy brother djcs, an4 thou (halt live a IL^ye j 
My vengeance is complete : thy ^ridc. is hurnb}id. 

And fues in vain. 

CLYTEMN^STRA. 
^gifthus, 'tis too much. 
To trample thus on the unhappy race 
Of him who was thy mafter once j away. 
Spite of thy rage, I will defend my fon ; 
Deaf as thou art to a fond fitter's pray'rs, 
A mother's may prevail : Q think, my lord. 
Think on thy happy ftate, above the reach 
Ofadvesk ioniim now, Oitftt^ nt'w 
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Can hurt thee, and Ele6tr% bends fubmiffive 

Beneath thy powV, Iphifii et thy feet ; 

Can nothing move thee? I have gone too far 

Already with thee in the paths of guilt, 

And of{er'd up a dreadful (acrifice. 

Think'ft thou Til yield thee up my pureft blood 

To gliK thy rage i Am I for ever doom'd 

To take a murth'rous huiband to my arms I 

At Aulis one a lovely daughter flew. 

The other threatens to dellroy my fon 

Before my eyes, clofe to his father's tomb ; 

rather let this fatal diadem. 
Hateful to Greece, and to myfelf a load 

. Of mis'ry, fall with me, and be no more 
Remembered ! O iEgifthus, well thou know'ft, 

1 lov'd thee, 'tis amongft my blackdt crimes, 
And ftands the forcmofl ; but I love my children, 

» And will defend them ; 'gainft thy arm uprais'd ' 

To {bed their blood will lift my ^nge^l hand, 
And blaft thy purpofe : tremble, for thou know'A me : 
The bands are tiered that unieed us. 
Thy int^reft is moft dear to Clyttmnaftra : 
Remember ftill, Oreftcs is my fon, . " , 
And fear his mother. 

F5 ELiECTRA. 
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ELECTRA. 

You furpafs my hoftt. 
Surely a heart like thine cou'd ne'er be guilty ; 
Go on, my honoured mother, and revenge 
Your children, and yoiir bufband. 

MGisrnvs. 

Slave, thou fin*ft 
The meafure of thy crimes : gods ! Ihall .£gH&iua 
With-hold his vengeance for a wonum's criet y 
For Agamemnon's widow, and her children f 
Unhappy queen ! fay, whom doft thou accufe f 
Whom doft thou plead for f hear tee and obey* 
Away with them to inftant death. 

S C E N E. IV. 

JEGISTHUa, CiyV^MNiSSTRA» ELECTRA, 
frtllSA, DYMAS. 

DYMAS. 

My lord ? 
JftGISTHUS. 

Thou fecm*ft diforder'd : what has happened ? Speak. 

DYMAS. 
Oreftes is difcover'd. 

IPHISA. 
Ha ! where is he? 

CLYTEM- 
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CLYTEMN-«ST11A. 
My fon \ 

ELECT* A. 
My brother? 

iEGISTHUS. 

Have you punifh'd him 
A$ he deferves ? 

DYMAS. 

My lord, as yet he lives. 

-flBGISTHUS. 
And wherefore ^re my orders ditoHtfd i 

PYMAS. 
His fHend andfeDow-captiyey Pylades, 
Pointed him oiit, and to die foldiers ihew'd 
Great Agamemnon's ion ; they feenaJd much mov'd • 
I dread the confequence. 

iBGISTHUS. 
I muft prevent it. 
For tLey ihall die :- wbd dares not to revenge m«^ 
Shall feel my juflice : Dymas, follow me ; 
Stay thou and guard his ilfters ; I defy' 
The blood of Agamemnon : from the father 
Of Plifthenes, and great Thyeftes* fon, 
What mortal, or what god, Audi fave Oreftes ? 

SCENE 
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.^iGENE- V. 

CLYTEMN-ffiSTRA, SLECTRA, IPHISA. 

IPHISA. 
Fear not, Jbut follow him ; Elefira, fpcak. 
Exhort our friends, and animate their zeal. 

ELECTRA. 

fl^o Oytemnaeftnu 

in the name of pow'rful nature, now 
Complete thy. noble wM'k ; condufl us, fly — — 

CLYTEMJ^iESTRA. 

Vou muft hot hence, the guards will not permit it : * 
Stay here, my children, and rely on me, 
On a fond mother, and a tender wife : 

1 will perform the double tafk, and take 
Oreftes and i£giilhus to my care. 

SCENE VT. 

ELECTRA, IPHISA. 
IPHISA. 
Alas ! th' avenging god purfues us flill i 
Though Oie defends Oreftes, fiill i£gifthut 
Is at her heart ; perhaps the tender cries 
Of pity and remorie (hall nought avail 
Againft the tyrant i he is proud, revengeful, 

Implacable, 
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Implacable, and furious ; whoihall fave 
If he condemns i we muft fubmit, and die. 

ELECTRA; 
O that before my death I had not fall'n 
Sp low as to intreat him, to bely 
My honeft heart, and fupplicatc the tyrant ! 
De(pair and horror fink me to the tomb 
With in&my and ihame'; my vain endeavours 
To fave Oreftes but urge on his fate. 
Where are thefe boafted friends Pammenes talk'd of. 
Who, with fell rancour, and determined hate, 
Purfued .£gifthus ? Where thofe vengeful gods 
Who hid Oreftes from my fight, upraised 
His righteous artpy and promised to fupport him ? ^ 

Where are ye now, infernal goddefles. 
Daughters of night, ye who fo lately fhook ' r 

Your dreadful torches here ? all nature once 
United feem'd to guard and to protect us. 
But all defert us now, all court ^gifthus. 
And men and gods, and heav'n and b^l betray me, * . 

SCENE VII. 

ELECTRA, Py LADES, I PHIS A, 
ELECTRA. 
What fay'ft thou, Pylades ? the deed is done ?' 
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PYLADES, 

It is : Elcdra-'s free, and heav'n obey'd. 

ELECTRA. 

How? 
PYLADES. 

Yes, Oreftes reigns i he fent me hidicr.' 

I PHIS A. 
Juftgodfiil 

ELECTRA. 

Oreftes ! is it poifible I 
I iaibt, I die with jojr.. 

PYLADE8.. 
Oreftes lives,. 
And has reveng'd the blood of innocence^ 

ELECTRA. 

What wond'rous pow'r hath wrought this ftrange, 

event. 

PYLADES, 

His father's name, EleAra's, and his own ; 
His valour, andlHS virtue > our misfortunes, 
Juftice, and pity ; and ihc pow'r that pleads 
In human hearts for wretchednefs like thine.. 
Pammehes, by the tyrant's order bound. 
Was led with us to death ; in weeping crouds 
The people followed, and deplor'd our fate : 
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I faw tbeic nge was equal to their fears. 
But the guards watch'd them ckiety: thenOreftea 
Cry'd, ftrike» ye flaves^ and facrifice the laft 
Of Argos' kings ; ye dare not : when he rpoke,^ 
On his fair fifont fuch native majefty 
And royal luftft fbone, we almoft thought 
Great Agamemnon's fpijrit from the tomb 
Had ris'n, and came once more came to blefs man<' 

kind. 
I fpoke, and friendfhip^s happy roice prevailed ; 
The people rofe, the foldiers flood Sighafl, 
And dropp'd th' uplifted falchions from their hands ; 
The croud encircled us, and deQ>Vate k>ve. 
With friendihip join'd, fought nobly forOtcftes^ 
The joyful people bore him ofFin triumph : 
Agiflhus flew to feize his deftin'd prey. 
And in the flave he meant to puntfh, found 
A conqu'ror : pleased I faw hts humbled pride ; 
His friends deferted, and his guards betrayed him : 
Th' infulcing people triumph'd in his fs^l. 
O glorious day ! O all difcerning juftice \ 
^gifthus wears the chains that bound Orefles ; 
The queen alone attends, proteAs, an3 faves him 
From the mad croud, that prefs tumultuous on, 
Big with revenge, and thirfHng for his blood ; 



114 ORESTES. 

Whilft Clytenuiaeftra hokbhim in her amify 
And fliidds him from their rage» implores Oreftet 
To fave her hufband : he rtfytSU her ftilly 
Fulfills the duties of a fon and brother : 
Safe from the foe you will behold bhn feon 
Triumphant herC) a concju'ror and a king. 

IPHI8A. 
Let us away, to greet the lov'd Oreftes, 
And comfort our affliAed mother. 

ELECTRA. 

GodsF 
What unexpeaed bltft I O Pylades, 

Thou bcft of friends, thou kind procedor, hafte^ 

Let m begone. 

PRLADES. 

* [To hit tttendanti. 

Take oflFthofe (hameful bonds ; 

[They take Uf her chains. 

Fall from her hands, ye chains, for they were made 

1 o wield a fceptre. 

SCENE VUL 

ELECrRA, IFHISA, PYJLADES, FAMM£NES« 

ELECTRA. 

OPammcnes, where, 

Where*s my Orcftcs, my deliverer ? 

Wbv comet be not? 
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PAMMENE8. 
Tbb b a dreadful moment, 
And full of terror, for his father's fjpirit 
Demands^a lacrifice, and juftice waits 
To pay it, fo hath heaven decreed : this tomb 
Muft be the altar where die vidim's blood 
Shall foon be (bed ; that (acred duty done. 
He will attend thee ; but thou muft not fee 
A fight Co terrible : thou knowfft the laws 
Of Argos fufFer not ihy fpotlels hands 
ToJQin with his e*er Che appointed tnne. 

IPHI8A. 
But bjf Pammen^, what of Cljrtemnseflra, 
How ads Ihe in this4rtad(ul o^? 

P AM M £>»-£$• 

Vainly 

She deprecates the wrath of fierce Oreftes, 

And ftrives to fave ^giflhus j -kneels for pardon. 

And cravo that boon fhe never will obtain : 

Meantime the furies, deaf to her intreaties. 

And thirfting for the cruel murth'rer's blood. 

Throng round Oreftes, and demand his life. 

IPHISA. 
O may this day of terror bea day 
Of pardon and forgivencis j may it finifii 
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lib ORESTES. 

The cruel woes of our unhapf^ race ! 

Hark, Pylades, £le<5lra, heard ye not 

A dreadful groan? 

ELECTRA. 

My mother V Aire.. 

PAMMENES. 

nrisflje. 
CLYT£MN^$TRA» [Behind the Ibncf 

P fpare me I 

IPHISA. 
Heaven! 

CI.YTEI4N ASTRA. [Btbhid tht fitMS. 

My Ton! 

ELBCTRA. . 

He kills iGgifthui. 
O hear her nots Oreftes, but go on. 
Revenge^ revenge, difiblve the horrid tie^ 
And facrifice the murth'rer in her arms : 

Strike deep. 

CLYTEMN-«STRA. 

My fon I O, thou haft flain thy mother. 

PYLADES. 
O cruel fate ! 

IPHISA. 
O guilt ! 

ELECTRA. 

O wretched brother f 
Crimes punilh crimes ; for ever be this day 
Lamented by us f 
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SCENE IX. 

To them ORESTES. 

ORESTES. 

Open wide, thou earth. 

And fwallow me : O Clytemnaeftra, Atreus^ 

And Tantalus, I come, I follow you 

To Erebus, apart'ner in your crimes. 

To (hare your tortures. 

ELECTRA. 

O what haft thou done f 

0RESTS8* 
She ftrove to fkvt him» and I fioote them totf i ■ ■ ■■ 
I can no more— — - 

ELECTRA 
She fell then by thy hand I 
O dreadful ftroke ! and coud'ft thou— — — 

ORESTES. 

TTwas not I ; 

'T was hot Orcftcs; fome malignant pow'r 

Guided my hand, the hateful inftrument 

Of heav'ns eternal wrath : Orcftes lives 

But to be wretched : banifh'd from my country^ 

When my dear father fell, my mother flain. 

And by my hand ; an ejdle from the world. 
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Bereft of parents, country, fortune, friends, 
Now muft I wander : all is loft to me : 
O thou bright orb, thou ever glorious fun. 
Shocked at our crimes^ «nd Atreus's horrid feaft. 
Thou didft withdraw thy beams, and yet thou (hin*ft 
On me !. O <rhercforein eternal night 
Doft thou not bury all i O tyrant gods, 
Mercileiii powVs, who.punifh'd me for guilt 
Yourfelves commanded, O for what Aew criifie 
Am I refer/d i fpeak-^yepronounce the name 
Of Tiurie, iber^ nireekthemurth'rous priefteft. 
Who offers blood aldne Uy-A^M^ry gods, 
'To.fodff Jcsfsxniel, left ufijiift than y^u* 

ELECTRA. 
Stay, and conjure their juftice aiid their hate. 

PYLADES. 
Where'er the gods may lead, thy Pyladcs 
Shall follow ftill, and friendfhip triumph o'er 
The woes of mortals, and the wrath of hcav'n. 

End of the Fifth and laft Act. 
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PREFACE 

To the Edition printed in 1737. 

IT b pretty extraordinary, that this comedy ihou'd 
never yet have made its appearance in print, as it 
is now almoft two jears fince it was firft play'd, and 
ran about thirty nights : as the author of it was not 
known, it has hitherto been attributed to ieveral per* 
ions of the firft chara&r ; but it was indi^tably 
written by Mr. de Voltaire^ though the ftile of the 
Hntriadi and Ahira are fo extremely different from 
the ftile of this, that we cannot eafily conceive them 
to be the product of the fame pen. 

In 
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In his name we have here preTented it to the public, 
as-dirfeft-^confflrtf eref' written in *.vcrfef c on fining 
of five feet ; a novelty which may perhaps induce 
other authors to make ufe of this-meafure : it will at 
leaftbe produ^ve of variety on the French theatre, and 
whoever gives us new pleafures, has always a right to a 
favourable reception. 

If comedy fhouM be an exa£l reprefentation of 
manners, this piece has fufficient merit to reoommend 
it : we fee in the Prodigal a mixture of the ferious and 
pleafant ; the comic^ and the aSefUng : dius the life 
of man itfelf is always checquer'd, and (bmetimes even 
a fingle incident will produce all thefe contrafts* 
Npthing more common- than a family, wherein the 



* It is aftoniOiing that it ihoo'd e?er enter into the head of a 
Dramatic writer to put his comedies into rhyme j but it is ftiil 
more aftonilhing that the^niibfe and Ingenious Voltaire (hou d 
adopt a cuflom ih ridlculc)u> : the confining his verfes to five feet, 
haj» Mrtainly nothini; b\ii the novelty to recommend it ; they arc 
tvenpcrhans moie tauliy than iitheyliad fifteen^ by theomclLer 
return of the fanw foumls to our car. What plcafure a French 
autiior, or a French audience, mijs^ht take in them, we cannot 
pretend to determine \ but they are certainly very perplexing u> a 
traudator, who find<< it extremely 'difficult to reduce poetic lan- 
guage, and hi^h-flowii mctapliurs^ to caiV ai\d familiar dialogue^ 
without departmgtco much from the oripmal. The Englifli reader 
will frequently, I am afraid, meet witn a tliffneis of ttilc in this 
comedy, which, with all th*; pain« I have taken, it wa« impofin>Ie 
to avoid : add to this, that the names of Fierenjaty Lifff AJartta, 
iic. Ibund but uncouthlv t^ u^ i and to change them, was a liberty 
vrliich I thought a tranflator had no right to take. 

father 
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£ither grumbles^ the daughter, who is in Iove» 
whimpers^ the Ton laughs at them both, and the reh- 
tions take different parts as it happens to fuic their 
inclinations} we often make a joke of that in oiie 
room, which we cry at in the next : nay, the fame 
perfon has often laugh'd and cry*d at the fame tiling 
wiihin a quarter of an hour. 

A certain lady of fafhion, being one day at the 
bedfide of her daughter, who lay dangeroufly ill, with 
all the family about her, burft into a flood of tears, 
and cry'd out, O my Gody my GoJj rejlore ttie tny dcoT 
daughter^ and take all my other children : a gentleman, 
who had marry'd one of her daughters, came up to 
her immediately, and taking her by ilv.' flccve, pray^ 
madam^ fays he, do you include your fons in law ? Tiie 
arch dryncfs with which he f^^oke thofe words had fuch 
an effefl; on the afflidlcd lady, that (he burft into a 
loud laugh, and went out j the company foljow'd her, 
and laugh'd too; and the fick perfon^ as foon a^ flic: 
heard the caufe of their mirth, laugh'd more heartily 
than all the reft. 

We don't mean to infer ftom this, that every comedy 
fliou'd have fome fcenes of humour and drollery, and 
-others ferious and affcding: there area great many 
good pieces where there is nothing but oaLf:t^^ vaJcvca^ 

Vol, II L G \w\\\v!^v 



iiitircly fcrious ; others where thcjr'are irtlx^d, and 
others where the tender and pathetic arcs cArry'd fi> hJt 
as to produce tears. Neither of thcfe difFerent fpeciel 
fhou'd be excluded from the ftige j and if I was to be 

- alk'd, which is the beft of them, 1 Ihou'd fay, that 
which was beft executed. 

It wou'd perhaps be agreeable to the prcfent teflc 
for reafoningy and not unfuitaWe to this occafien, to 
exatfiine here, what kind of pleafantry that is which 
makes us laugh in a comedy. The caufe of laughter 
is one of thofe things which are eaficr felt than ex- 
prefs'd : the admirable MoUerey Regnardy who is 
fometimcs almofl: as admirable as Moliercy and the 
authors of fevcral excellent pctites piecesy have con- 
tented themfelves with raifing this pleafing fenfation 
without explaining to us the reafons of it, or telling 
their fccret. 

I have obfcrv'd, with regard to the ftage, that 
violent peals of univcrfal laughter feldom rife but from 
fomc mtjiake. Mercury taken for Sofia ; Menechfius for 
his brother ; Crifpin making his own will under the 
name of old maftcr Geronte ; Valcre talkin": to ILirpapn 
of the beauty of his dauji;htcr, whilft ILirpcrr^n imagines 
he is talking of the beauty of his ftrong box j 

Paurceaugna€^ when they feet his pulfe, and want to 
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make him paTs for a madam : in a word, miflalces of thh 
kind are generally the only things that excite laughter : 
Harlequin (eldom raifes a fmile, except when he make' 
feme U.nderi and this accounts for the propriety of 
the nzm€ {^BalourJ^ ufually given to him. 

There ere a great many other fpecics of the comic, 
and pleafimtries, that caufe a different fort of entertain- 
nient j but I never faw what we call laughing from 
the bottom of one's foul, cither on the ftage, or in 
company, except irt cafes nearly refembling thofe which 
I juft now mentioned : there are fcvcral ridiculous 
chara^ers which plcafe, without caufmg that immo- 
derate laughter of joy. Trtffitin and VadiuSj for ex-' 
ample, are of this kind: the Gcmrjier^ and ^ the 
Grumhkr like wife, give us inexpreflibk picafure, but 
never caufe any burfts of laughter. 

There are befides other characters of ridicule, that 
have in them a mixture of vict, v^ch we love to fee 
well painted, though they only gr\'e us a ferious 
pleafure: a bad man will never makes us laugfi, be- 
caufe laughter always aiifes from a gaiety of difpcfition, 
absolutely incompatible with contempt and indigna* 
tion : it is true, indeed, we laugh at Tartuffi^ but ]ict 
at his hypocrify; it is at the miftake of the good old 
gentleman, wfap takes him for a faint : the hypocrifY 
G 2 ^"2^: 
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once difcovcr'd we laugh no longer, but feci very dif- 
ferent imprefEons. 

One might eafily trace the fpring of every other 
fentiment, and fhew the caufe of gaiety, curiofity, 
intereft, emotion, and tears. It wou'd be a proper 
employment for fome of our dramatic authors to lay 
open thefe fecret (prings, as they are the perfons who 
put them in motion : but they are too bufy in moving 
the paffion?, to find time for an examination into 
them : they knpw that one fentiment is worth a 
hundred definitions, and I am too much of their 
opinion to prefix a treatife of philofophy to a dramatic 
performance : I fhall content myfclf with only in- 
iifling a little bn the neceffity we are under of having 
fomething new. If we had never brought any thing 
into the tragic fcene but the Roman grandeur, it 
wou'd have grown at leafl very difguftful ; and if our 
heroes had brcath'd nothing but love and tendcrnefs, 
we fliou'd by this time have been heartily fick of 
them : 

O imitatorcs fervum pccus ! 

The v/orks which we have fecn fince the times of 
CorneilU^ MoUere^ Racine^ ^inaut^ Lulu^ and U 
Brufff fccm to me all of them to have fomething new 

and 
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and origma], which has fav'd them from contempt and 
oblivion : once more therefore I repeat it, every fpecics 
is good, but that which tires us : we fhou'd never 
therefore fay, fuch a piece of mufic did not fuccecd* 
fuch a pi£lure was not agreeable, fuch a play was 
damn*d, becaufc it was of a new kind ; but fuch or 
fuch a thing fail'd, beeaufc it waf resilly good for 
nothing. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS 

Old EUPHBMON.. 
Young EUFHBMON. 

,Fx2itfiNFAT, Prefident of CogiuiCi fecond 6m o{ 

Euphemon. 
RoNDON, a Citiaen of Cognac. 
Lis P., Daughter of Rondon. 
Martha, Chambermaid to Life. 
J ASM IK, Valet to young Euphemon. 



Scene, Cognac. 
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THE 

PRODIGAL. 

A 

COMEDY' 

ACTL SCENE I. 

^UPHEMON, KON90N. 
RONPOK. 

COME, come, chcar up, my old melancholy 
friend, how happy will it make mc to fee you 
merry again ! and merry we will be : what a pleafurc 
ft \% to think my daughter will revive your droojwng fa- 
mily ! But tbi? fame fon of our^, this mafter Fierenfat> 
feems to me to behave ftrangely in the alFain 

EUPHEMON* 

Howib! 

G 4 ^OV.\^^^ 
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ROMDON. 

- - Pufr*d up with his Prefidendhip, he makes love by 
weight and meafure : i young fellow putting on the 
grey-beard, and dilating to us like a Cato, is, in my 
opinion, a mighty ridiculous- animal ; I wou'd prefer 
a fool to a coxcomb at any time ; in fliort, brother, he 
is too proud, and felf-fufficient. 

EUPHEMON. 
And let me tell you, brother, you are a little too 

hafty. 

RONDOM, 

^ I can't help it ; 'tis my nature : I love truth, I love 

to hear it, and I love to fpeak it : I love now and then 

to reprove my fon-in-law, to rate him for his coxco- 

mtal pedantic airs : to be fure, you a£led like a wife fa. 

ther, to turn your eldeft fon out of doors j that game- 

fler, that wild rake-helly profligate, to make room 

for this prudent younger brother j to place all your 

hopes on this promifuig youth, and buy a prefident- 

fhip for him. O *twas a wife z& no doubt : but the 

moment he became Mr. Prefident, by my troth, he 

was ftufF'd up with vanity and impertinence : he goes 

like clock-work, walks and talks in time, and 

fays he has a great deal more wit than I have ; who, yom 

know, brother, have a great deal more than you : he 
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EUPHEMON. 

Nay, nay, what a ftrange humour this is ! muft 

you always be — — 

RONDON. 

Wdl> well, no matter ; what docs it fignify ? all 
the(e faults are nothing when people are rich : he is, 
as 1 was going to fay, covetous, and every covetous 
man is wife : O 'tis an excellent vice for a huftand, a 
moft delightful vice. Come, come, this very day he 
muft be my fon-in-law; Life fhall be his: it only re- 
mains now, my dear forrowful friend , that you make 
over all your i^oods and chattels, hereditary or acquired,, 
prefent and future, to your fon, only rcfcrving ta 
yourfelf a moderate income : let every thing be fign'd 
and ijealed asfoon as poffible, that this fame young gen- 
tleman of your's may throw a good fortune into our 
Ups, without which my daughter will moft certainly 
look another way for a hufband. 

EUPHEMOK. 
I have promised you. Sir, and I will keep my word : 
yoLf Fiercnfit fhall have every thing I am pofTcfs^d of: 
the fad remainder of my unhappy liFe (ball glide away 
Gently in fome diihint retreat: but I cannot help 
#i(hing that one, for whom I deHgn my all, was Ms 
9Sifer to enjoy it : I have feen the toad ^V^^.nxOcv^^^ ^ 

G ^ TO» 
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one fon, and now behold with concern the foul of the 
other devoted to intereft. 

RONDON. 
So much the better, man, fo much the better. 

KUPHEMON. 

O my dear friend, I was born to be an unfortunate 

father. 

RONDON. 

Let me have none of your lamentations, your Cghs, 
and your groans : what ! do you want your eldeft 
hopeful to come back, that prodigal fpendthirft, tQ 
i^ii all our pleafure at once, and drop In like a trouble- 

fcaft on the day of marriage ? 

EUPHEMON. 
No: no. 

RONDON. 

Wou'd you have him come, and fwear the houie 

down ? 

EUPHEMON. 
No. 

RONDON. 

Beat you, and run away with my daughter, with 
my dear Life ; my Life, who — — 

EUPHEMON. 
Long may that charming maid be prefcrv*d from 
fac'h K'ickcd fcUpws ! 
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RONDON. 

■ Do you want him to come again to plunder his fa* 
ther ? Do you want to give him your eftate ? 

EUPHEMON. 
No : no : his brother fliall have it all. 

RONDON. 
Ay ! or my daughter will have none of him. 

EUPHEMON. 
To day he fhall have Life^ and all my fortune : his 
brother will have nothing of me but the anger of a fa- 
ther, whom he hath grievoufly injur'd : he has dcferv'd 
my hatred ^ an unnatural boy ! 

RONDON. 

Indeed you bore with him too long; the other at 
kaft h^^ a^d with difcretion : but as for him, he was 
9 profligate : my god, what a libertine ! Don't you re- 
member, ha ! ha ! that was a droll trick enough, 
when he robb'd you of your cloaths, horfes, linnen, 
and moveables, to equip his little Jourdaitiy who left 
bim the very next morning. Many a time have I 
laugh'd at that, I own. 

EUPHEMON- 

O ! what pleafure can you find in repeating my . 
misfortunes ? v 
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RONDON. 

And then his flaking twenty rouleau's upon an aoe; 

Odcar! Odear! 

EUPHEMON. 

Have done with this. 

RONDOK. 

Don't you remtmber, when he was to have been bc- 
trothM to my little Life, In the face of the chujch) 
where he* had hid himfelf^ an.d' upon whofe account 

too ? the debauched rogue ! 

EUPHEMON. 

iSparc me the remembrance, good Rondon, of theft 
unhappy circumftanccs, that only fet his condud in 
the woriHi«:ht : am I not already unfortunate enough? 
I left my own houfe, the place of my nativity, on 
purp<iff to remove as for as pofnhlc from my thoughts 
the memory of a misfortune, which, whenever it re- 
cur.*:, d.fir;n!'ls ire. Yourbufinefs led you to this place ; 
v-e have cnti r\l into a conncclion with and friendfhip 
fr.r each other; let me intieatyou, Rondon, make the 
propei ul'c of it. You arc always repeating truths of 
fivnc ki?id or other; but let me tell you, truth is not 

alwp.s a.'rcc:ihlc. 

RONDON. 

V»\li, well, it is agreed i I fay no more; I afk 
puiJ<:n i but hire the devil was in you, when you 
i/ij\y his v'ivkni tem^M^r, to uvAc ^ ^vA'Xvw ^^\C\m, 
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EirPHEMON. 
Again ? 

RONDON. 

Forgive me, but really you ought 

EUPHEMON. 
I know it : I know I ought to forget every thing 
but my youngeft fon^ and his marriage : but tell me, 
fincerely, Rondon, think yoa be has. been able toi 
gain your daughter's h^art I 

RONDON. 
O no doubt of it : my girl is a girl of honour, and 
will be obedient to her father : if I tell her {he muft fdf 
in love^ her little docile hearty which I can turn and 
wind" juft as I pleafe, falls in love immediately, with- 
out any arguing about the matter : I know how ta 
manage her> I warrant you. 

EUPHEMON. 
r have notwithftanding fome doubts about her 
obedience in this affair, andain greatly miftaken if fhe 
anfwers your expe£btion : my eldeft fon had a place in 
her aflfefiibns: I know how ftrong the firfr impref- 
fions of love are upon a tender heart ;■ they are not 
worn out in a day j indeed^ my friend, they are not. 



tjjj THE PRODIOALv 

RONDpN. 
Nonfenie, nonfcnfe. 

EUPHEMpN. 

Say what you pleafe^ that wild fellow knew how to 

be agreeable. 

RONDON. 

. Not he indeed : he was nchoiy : a poor ctcMtaitui 

BOj no ; never you fear that : after his behaviour to 

you, I bade my daughter never to ibink of bim any 

more j therefore fet your h wflt at reft. When I fay 

410, who il^U d^e to fay, yes? But you.lball f^ 

k^re (he com^, 

SCENE II. 

EUPHEMON, RONDON, LISE^ MARTHA. 

RONDON. 

Come hither, my dear : thj^ day» my dear, is a 
grand holiday for you, I'm fure ', for this day I intend 
to give you a hufband : now tell me, my little Life, be 
be old or young, handfome or ugly, grave or gay, 
rich or poor, fhall not you have the ftrongcil defire to 
plcafc him ? have not you already an inclination for 
him ? are not you in love with him ? 

LISE. 
No, fir. 

RONDON. 

Bow, gipfy — 
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EUPHEMON. 
O ho ! my liege : why your power is a litde on the 
decline. What is become of your defpotic authority I 

RONDON. 
Ila t bow is this ! what, after all I faid to you^ 
hav^ you no paffion for your fviture bufband ? no in* 

dinadon? no— — 

LISE. 

None in the leaft, fir. 

ROKPOK. 

Don'^ you know your duty oblige* yon to giy^ I^ 

Tour whole heart ? 

LI&E. 

No, fir } I -tell you, no. I know, fir, how far a 
.heart, obedient to the di^tes of virtue, is oblig'd by 
the folemn tie of marriage. I know, fir, it is a wife's 
duty to makeherfelf as amiable as poffible, and to en- 
deavour to deferve a hufband's t^ndernefs ; to nxake. 
amends by goodnefs for what (he wants in beauty ^ 
abroad to be difcreet, and prudent; at home, a^ble, 
and agreeable j but, as for love, 'tis quite another 
thing : it will not endure flavery : inclination can 
never be forc'd, therefore never attempt it : to my 
hufbandl fhall yield up every thing — but my hearti 
and that he muft deferve before he can poflefslt : de- 
pend upon it, that heart will ne\'er be taught to love 
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by the command of a father ; no, nor be argued into 
it by reafon, nor frighten'd into it by alawyer, 

EUPHEMON. 
In my opinion^ the girl talks fenfibly, and I approve 
the juftice of her argument : my ion, I hope, will en- 
deavour to make himfclf worthy of a heart Co noble^ 

and fo generous. 

ROKDON. 

Hold your tongue, you old doting flatterer, you 

corrupter of youth : without your encouragement, the 

girl wou'd never have thought of prating to mc in 

this ridiculous manner. 

[To Life. 

Hark, ye, mifs, I have- provided you a hufband, 

perhaps he may have a little of the coxcomb, and take 

upon him rather too much ; but it is my bufinefs to 

correct my fon-in-liw, and yours to take him, fuch as 

he is : to tove one another as well as you can, and 

obey me in every thing, that's all you have to do: an J 

Aow, brother, let us go fign and feal with my fcrive- 

ner, who will give us a hundred words where four 

wou'd be fufficient: come, lot us away, and rattle 

the old brawler : then will I come back, and frold my 

ion, and your daughter, and youriclf. 
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EUPHEMON. 
Mighty well, fir : come abng. 

SCENE IIL 
LI8E, MARTHA. 
MARTHA. 
My god ! what an odd mixture it is ! how flnuigdy 
the old gentleman jumbles his ideas together ! 

LISE. 

lam his daughter fBD ; and his odd humours, after 

aO, don't alter the goodnefi of his heart. Under this 

violence of paffion, and air of refentment, hehasftill 

the ibul of a father; nay, lbmet]mes,eveninthemsd'ft 

of bis freaks, and wbHA be is fcolding me, he will 

take my advice : to be fure, when he finds hult with 

the hufband he has provided for me, and tells me of the 

hasard I run in fuch a marriage, he is but too much 

in die right : but when,- at the fame tinie, he lays his 

commands on me to love him, then indeed he is moft 

miferably wrong. 

MARTHA. 

How is it poffible you fhou'd ever love this Monf. 

Fieren/at i Td iboner marry an old foldier, that fwears, 

gets drunk, beats hb wife, and yet loves her, than a 

oozconb of the long robe, fond of nobody but himfelf ^ 
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who, with a grave-tone and pedantic air, talks to ha 
wife as if he was examining her in acourtof juftioe^ a 
peacock that's always looking at his own tail, who 
bridles under his band, and admires himfelf; awittcb 
who has even more covetoufncfs than pride, and makes, 
love to you as he counts out his money* 

LISE.' 
Thou haft painted him to the life ; but what can I do P 
I muft fubmit to this m{|rn%gc : we are not the diipo- 
fcrspf our ow;> fjite : my paret^ts^ n^y fortune, my s^ 
fjl cpAfpiK tQ fpjTCQ IDC into the bpnds ^f lyedlock* 
This Ficjrenfati in fpit^ of n^y diflike of l»im, is tli^ 
only mm here w^p can be my Iuifl>and : he is the Too 
pf 9iy fatbpr's Cr^ciid, and I can't ppffibly (hake him oE 
Al^ • bpw few l}Dd|:ts ape bfsftpw'd according to ou|: 
own inclinations I I muft yield : time and patience 
perhaps m2Ly conquer my difguft of him ^ I may recon* 
cile myfelf to the yoke, and CQmc at l^ft to pa(s over 
|ms faults as I do my own* 

MARTHA. 

Mighty well refolv'd indeed, my beautiful and dif- 
crcet miftrefs: but your heart, I am afraid, is not 
quite fo open — O if I dar'd — but you have forbad 
my ever mentioning — 
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Whom? 

MARTHA. 
l^t]|4^eiiiaa«— who, fpiteof all his vices, I knows 
hid once an int'reft in your heart ; who lov'd you. 

LISB. 

O never, never : mention no more a name wbi^ I 

dctcft. 

MARTHA. CGoingoft 

Wttl, wtH, I (ay ne more about him. 

LISE. [PidUng her bade. 

. It is true» his youth did for a Ilttte time betray me 
ihtoatendemeisfor iiim; butwasheform'dtomalKa 
virtuous woman hzppy ? 

MARTHA. ^GwB^. 

A dangerous fool indted* msd%tn. 

LISE. [Pulling her bade 

He met with too many comiptors to le24 him ^ftray, 
iinhapi^ youth ! he took his round of gIe^UJFe», but 
knew little, I believe, of love. 

MARTHA, 
And yet there was.^ time wl^fQ you feem'd to think 
you hjid caught biip in the tojls. 
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LI8E. 
If he had really lov'd, it might have refonn'd him ; 
for, believe me, a real paffion without diiguife, is the 
beft curb on vice ; and he who feels it, either is a wor- 
thy man, or foon will be fo : but Euphemon defpis'd 
his miftrefs, left love and tendcrnefs for folly and de- 
bauchery. Thofe worthlefs villains, who pretended 
to be his friends, and drew him into the fnare, after 
having exaufted all his mother's fortune, robb'd his un- 
happy father, and laid it upon him : to complete hit 
mifery, thofe vile feducers took him away from bis fa- 
ther's protedion, and (hatch'd him from me ; bid him 
for ever from thefc eyes, which, bath'd in tcars^ ftill 
lament his vices and his charms. I think no more 

about him. 

MARTHA. 
His brother, it feems, fucceeds to his fortunes, and 

is to marry you ; more's the pity, I fay : t'other had a 

line face, fair hair, a good leg, danc'd wellj fung 

well, in (hort, was born for love. 

LISE. 
What arc you talking of f 

MARTHA. 

Even in the mid'ft of all his freaks and follies, all his 
ftratige conduA, one might fee a fund of honour in bis 
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LISE. 
There was ; he feem'd form'd for virtue. 

MARTHA, 
Don*t think, madam, I mean to flatter him : but to 
do hm juflice, he was hot mean, nor fervile; no 
railer, no" {harper, no liar. 

LISE. , 

No: but 

MARTHA. 

Away : here comes his brother, 
LISE. 
Nzy : we muft ftay now, it is too late to get ofF. 

S C E N E IV. 
LiSL, MARTHA, FJERENFAT the Prcfident. 

FIERENFAT. 
Tobcfure, madam, this augmentation oFfortunc muft 
make the match more agreeable : increafe of riches is in- 
creafe of happinefs, and, as I may fay, the very foul of 
houfe-keeping : fortune, honour, and dignity, will not be 
wanting to the wife of Monf. Fiercnfat. At Cognac, 
madam, you will have the precedency of the firft ladies 
of the Beau-mondc : let me tell you, madam, no little 
fatis&flion : you will hear them whifpring as you go 
along, there (he goes, madame la Prefidente : really, 

ttv^slaseL^ 
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mad^im, when I reflect ui)on my rank, my richcti the 
privileges of my high oiEce> and all the good qualibei 
I pofTcrsy idtogethcr with my right of eldcrihip, whkfa 
will be made over to me, I aflurt you> madam, I pay 
you no finall compliment. 

MARTHA. 

Now, for my part, I am of another opinion : alwa)*s 
to be talking of your quality, your rank, and your 
riches, is extremely ridiculous : a Midas and NarcitTu< 
at once, blown up with pride, and contracted with 
avarice ; always looking at yourfelf and your montr ; 
a Pctit-maitrc with a band on ; the moft unnatural 
of all human creatures : a young coxcomb may jul's 
off, but a young mifcr is— a monftcr. 

riKRENFAT. 

1 believe, fweet- heart, it is not you whom I am ;» 

murry to day, but this huly ; therefore, you will pit.;;;-, 

nuulam, to trouble your head no more alxiut u.^ : 

lUeiice will beeome you bclh 

[Tuinln^\ to 1. r. 

You madam, I hope, wlio in an hour or two :\:^ i > 

be my wife, will, I hope, favour me fo far as, belorc 

night, to difmifs this bluflering btnly-guard of yours, 

who makes ufc of a chambcr-maiJ*s privilege to give a 
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loofe to her impertinence : but Iwou'd have her know 
I am not a Prefident for nothing, and may, perhaps, 
lock Jier up for her own good • * 

MARTHA.^ [To Life. 

Speak to hiqi, madam, and defend me: if he locks 
me up, he may lock you up too, for aught I know. 

LISE. [Afide. 

' I wifli he does not indeed. 

MARTHA. 
Speak to him then, and don't mutter. 

LISE. 

What can I fay to him ? 

MART*JlA. 
Abufe him. 

LISE. 

No : rU reafon with him. 
MARTHA. 
That will never do, take my word for it ; t'other^s 
Ac better way. 

SCENE VL 

RONDON to LISE, &cc. 

RONDON. 

Upon my word, a pleaianC affair (his. 

FIERENFAT. 

What's the matter? 

RONDON. 
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RONDON. 

• You (hall hear. As I was tramping to your old 

gentleman with the parchments^ I met him tt the 

foot of this rock, talking with a traveller who kadjuft 

lit out of a coach. 

LIS£. 

A young traveller ? 

RONDON. 

No: a toothlefs old fellow leaning on a crutch. I 

obfcrvy them rubbing their grey beards againft each 

other for fome time,(hrugging up they humpbacks, aiul 

fighingmoft pitcoufly; then they turn'd up the whites of 

their eyes, and fell oYnivcling together : at laft Euphc* 

mon, with a crabbed face, told me, he had met with a 

great calamity, that at leafthcmuft have time to weep 

before he cou'd fign the articles, and at that time <.ou'd 

not talk to any body. 

FIERENFAT. 

O ! I muft [TO myfelf and comfoit him : you kjiO'A 

I can manage him as I plcafe ; b.fiJes, the affair i- 

really my own concern ; but as foon as he fees me v fth 

the contraft in my hand, he will fign immediatelv . 

Time is precious, and my new right of eltlcrCiij) a 

matter of imiwrtancc. 

LISE. 

There is no hurry, fir, you need not be fo impa- 

tjcnc. 
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RONDON. 
fiut I fay he (hall be in a hurry : all this is your 

#oingi madam. 

LISS. 
HoFyfir! mine! 

RONDON« 

Yet, your's, madam. All the crofies and difap- 

pointments that make families unhappy, come f>om 

undutiful daughters. 

USE. 

.What have I done^ (ir, to difobligc you ? 

RONDON. 
What have you done ! turn'd wcry thing tppfy- 
turvy i put Us all in confufion : but 111 let thefe two 
wife-acres lay their heads together a little, and then 
marry you off in iplte of their teeth ; in fpite of yuur- 
felf too, if you provoke me. 

End of the First Act. 



ACT n, SCENE I. 

LISE, MARTHA. 

MARTHA. 

IS E £ this matrimony frightens you a little : this 
noife and buftle of preparadon ha^ fomething 
terrible in it. 
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LISE. 

To fay the truth, fo it has ; and the more I think 
on the weight of this yoke, the more this heart of mine 
trembles at it. Marriage, in my opinion, is the 
greateft good, or the greateft evil ; there is no fuch 
thing as a medium in it : where hearts are united, 
where harmony of fentiment, tafte and humour 
ftrengthen the bonds of nature, where love forms the 
tie, and honour gives a fandlion to it, it is furely the hap* 
pieft ftate which mortals can enjoy. What pleafure muft 
it be to own our pailion publickly, to bear the name 
of the dear beloved objedl of our wifhcs ! your houfe, 
your fcrvants, your livery, every thing carrying with 
it fomc pleafing remembrance of the man we love ; and 
then to fee our children, thofe dear pledges jof mutual 
afFc£lion, that form, as it were, another union : O ! 
fuch a marriage is a heaven upon earth : but to make a . 
vHe contraft, to fell our name, our fortune, and our 
liberty, and fubmit them to the will of an arbitrary 
tj'rant, and be only his firft flave, an upper fervant in 
his faniily ; to be eternally jarring, or running away 
from one another, the day without joy, and the night 
without love ; to be always afraid of doing what we 
ibou'd not do ; to give way to our own bad inclina- 
iions, or be coniinually oppofuig them \ to be under 
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the neceffity either of deceiving an imperious hufband, 
or dragging out life in a languid ftate of troublefome 
duty and obedience; to mutter, and fret, and p!ne 
away with grief and difcontent ; O fuch a marriage is 

the hell of this world. 

MARTHA. 
The young ladies of this age have certainly, they 
&y, fome little dasmon, fome familiar, to infpire 
diem ! Why, what a deal of knowledge this girl has 
pick'd up in fo ihort a time ! the moft expert, artAil 
widow in Paris, that ever comforted herfelf with the 
thought of having bur/d three hufbands, cou'd not 
have talk'd more learnedly on this head than my young 
miftreis here ; but we muft have a Iftile Eclairciilement 
with regard to this marriage, which it teems is fo 
mighty difguftftd: you don't approve of Monf. le 
Prcfident, pray how fhou'd you like his brother ? Come, 
unriddle the myftery to me. Has not the elder brother 
fupplanted the younger ? Come, who do you love, or 
who do you hate ? Tell me the truth at once, and 

ibeak honeftly. 

LISE. 

I know nothing about it : I caiinot, dare not tell 

you the caufe of my diflike. Why wou'd you fearch 

for a melancholy truth at the bottom of a heart already 

but too' deeply afflided i We can never fe^ ^^sax^^Vi^ 

Ha '^ 
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in die water» whilft the tempeft k Kqwiing round us : 
no ; firft let the florxn be huih'd, the wind calm,^ and 
the fucface fmoodi* 

MARTHA. 

Comparifons, madam, will n^ver pafa for argu- 
ment : it is eafy enough fometimes^to fee the bottom 
of a hearty it's dear enougI\ : aiid If die paffions 
are now and dien a little, tempeftuous^ a jroiuig 
lady of underftanding can generally gueis from vAizt 
oomer the wind blows diathaa rais'ddie flnrm^ She 
knows well cnou^ ■ ■■ i < n «'» 

LIS?,. 

I tell you, I know nothing ; and I am refolv'd to 
(hut my eyes, and fee nothing. I wou'd not wifh to 
know whether I am ftUl weak enough to reuin a 
pa/Gon for a wretch whom I ought to. abhor, nor wou'd 
I increafe my difguft for one man by regretting the 
charms of another. No : let the falfe Euphemon live 
happy, and content, jf he can be fo ; but let him not 
be difmherited ; never will I be fo cruel and inhuman 
as to make myfelf his fifter on purpofe to ruin and 
deftroy him. Now you know my heart, fearch into 
it no further, unlefs you mean to tear it in pieces* 



?iC^V. t 
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SCENE 11. 

LlSE, MARTHA, a SERVANT. 

SERVANT. 
Madam, the baronefs of Croupillac wails belavr» 

LISE. 
. Her vifit aftonifhes me. 

SERVANT. 
She is juitarriv'^.fjrotn AngouIfiQe,.and comes t9 
pvf her refpefts to you. 

LISE. 
Upon what occafion ?' ' ' 

MARTHA. 
O upon your marriage, no doubt. 

L I S E. 
The very fubjeft I wAiM wifli to avoid. Am I in 
a condition to liften to a heap of ridiculous com^Ii- 
jeeitts, a regifter of common-place csmt, and hypo- 
fitify^ that tires one to death i where common fenfe is 
murther'd by the perpetna] exoK^fe of tallying, without 
/ay ing any thing ? What a tafk have I to go through I ; 

SCENE III. 
LISE, Mad. CROUPILLAC, MARTHA. | 
MARTHA. 

iJfer^.Aer Jacfyfhip comes. 

H 3 "^"^^ 
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LISE. 
Ay, I fee her but too well. 

MARTHA. 
They % (he wants vaftly to be marry*d, is apt to 
be a little quarrelibme, and almoft in her dotage* 

LISE. 
Some chairs here. Madam, you will pardon me^ 
if— 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
O Madam! • / 

LISE. 

Madam ! 

M. dt CROUPILLAC. 
I, madam, muft likewife beg-— 

LISE. 
Pray be feated. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. [Sittingdown. 
Upon my word, madam, I am quite confounded, 
and wi(h, from the bottom of my foul, it was in ray 
powcc to-^ 

LISE. 
Madam ! 

M. df CROUPILLAC. 

Yes, madam, I heartily wifh I cou'd fteal your 

charms : it makes mc weep to tw n w^ to \Axyi^QR£A« 
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LISE. 
Pray^ madam, be comforted. 

M, de CROUPILLAC. 
No, madam, that's impofiible. I fee, my dear, 
you may have as may hufbands as you pleafe. I had 
one too, at leaft I thought fo; only one, and that's a 
melancholy confideration ; and trouble enough I had 
to get him too, and you are going to rob me of him. 
There is a time, madam; Odear! bow (bon that time 
comes about 1 when if a lover deferts us, we lofe our 
aD, and one is quite left alone : and let me tell you^ 
madam, it is very cruel to take away all from one, 
that has little or nothing left. 

You jnuft excufe me, madam, but I am itaUy af* 
tonifli'd both at your viiit and your converfSttioh: 
what accident pray has afflided you fo? whom have 
you loft, or whom have I robb'd you of? 

M. de CROITPILLAC. 

My dear child, there are a; great many wrinkled old 

fools, who fancy Aat, by the help of paint and a few 

hik teedi, they can flop the courfe of time and ptea- 

(ure» and fix wandering love; buf^ to my forrow, I am a 

H 4 \«i^8^ 
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little wifer : I fee too plainly that every thing is run- 
niiig away, and Ixan't bear it. 

LI8E. 
I am forry for it, madam, if it be fd ; but I can't 
poifibiy make you young again. 

M. dfe JCROUPILLAC. 
I know it i but I have flill feme hopes : perhaps to 
rcRore my h\k one to me^ might, io fome meafore^ 
give me fir^ youtih and beauty. 

LISE. 

Wliat &lfe one do you mean ? 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

My ungrateful, crurl huiband, whom I have run 
after (o long ; and little worthy he is of all my care* 
The prtfidcnt, madam. 

LISE. 
The prcCdent ! 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
Yes, madam: when Croupillac was in her bloom, 
(he wou'd not have talk'd to prefidents; their perlofis, 
their manners, their every thing was my averfion; 
but as we grow old, we are not quite fo diScuIt. 
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LISE. 
And (b, 1iiadato«— 

M. de CROtrPILLAC. 
And fo, madam, in (hort) you have reduced mc to 
a ftate of mifery and defpair. 

LISE. 
I, madam ? how ? by what means ? 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
I*fl tdl you. I liv'd; you muft know, at Angpu- 
leme, and, as a widow, had the Are difpofal of my 
perfon: there, at that very time, was Fiercnfat, a 
fludent, a prefldent's 'prentice, you underftand me : 
he ogled me for a long time, and took it into his head 
to be moft villainoufly in love with me. Villainouily, 
I fay, moft horrid and abeminable ; for what did be 
make love to? my money. I got fome people to write 
to the old gentleman, who interefted themfdftt Coo 
far in the affair,, and talk'd to him in my nantf*. he 
returned in anfwer^ that he would -^confidcr.^ it; 
fo you fee the thing was fettled. . 

LISE. - 

O yes, 

H5 M..4( 
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M. dc CROUPILLAC. 
For my part, I bad no objcdion : his elder brother 
was at that time, fo I was inform'd, engaged to you. 

LISE. [Afide. 

Cruel remembrance ! . 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
He was a fooliib fellow, my dear i but had then dbe 
honour to be in your good graces* 

LISE. [Sighing. 

Ha! ha! 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

This filly fellow, my dear, as I was telling you, 
being quite out at elbows, kickM out of doors by his 
father, and wandering about the wide world, dead, 
perhaps, by this time, (you feem concern'd) my col- 
lege hero, my prefident, knowing extremely well, that 
your fortune was, upon the whole, much better than 
mine, has thought fit to laugh at my difappointment, 
and go in queft of your fiiperior — portion. But do 
you think, madam, to run in this mariner from bro- 
ther to brother, and cngrofs a whole family to your- 
fclf ? I do here moft folcmnly enter my protcft againft 
it : 1 forbid the banns : 1*11 venture my whole cftatc, 
my dowry, and every thing ; in fhort, the caufe (hall 

be 
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be fo managed, that you, his father, my children, all 
oJF us fhall be dead, before ever it is put an end to. 

LISE. 

I aflure you, madam, with the utmoft fincerity, I 
am very forr^ that my marriage fhould make you 
uiiferable : I am fufe, however, you have no reaibn 
tobe angry with me ; but I find we may make others 
jealous without being happy ourfelves : look no longer^ 
madam, I befeech you^ with an eye. of envy on my 
condition ; he is a hufband. I iba)l not quarrel with: 
you for. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

Not quarrel for him ? ^ 

LI S £. 
No: rU give him up to you with all my heart. • - 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
You have no tafte then for his peribn i you doQ^t 

love, him? 

LISE, 

I fee very few charms in matrimony,, and none* at 
all in a law fuit ; and fo, madam— 

S G £ N B 
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SCENE IV. 

M. de CROUPILLAC, LISE, RONDON. 

RONPON. 

So, iby daughter, heras fine work; protefbf de* 

daratjoi^, and law-fiiitB, enough to makes one's hair 

Aand an end. Ouns ! £ball Rondon be talk'd to thus i 

hut I'll ferret them out, the impertinent rafcals. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

' Miift I fiifier more indignities? Hear me, Mr. 

Rondon. ^ . 

% RONDOK. 

What wou'd you have, madam ? 

M. dt CROUPILLAC. 
Your fon-in-law, fir, h a falfe villain^ a coxcomb 
of a new fpecies, a gallant, and a mifer, a widow- 
hunter^ a fellow that loves nothing but moneys 

RONDON. 
He's in the right of it. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
In my own houfe has he a thoufand times vow'd 
eternal conftancy to me. 

RONDON. 
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RON DON. 

Promiies of that kind, madam, are very feldom 
kept. 

M, de OIIO0PH4LAC. 

And then to leave me to bafely. 

RONDON. 
I believe I (hou'd have done the fame^ 

M. dc CROUPILLAC. 
But I (hall talk to his £uhcr ia a proper manner* 

RONDOM. 
rd rather you wou'd talk to him than to me. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
'Tis a wicked thing, fa it 15 ; and the whole fex 
will take my party and cry out (hame upon him. 

RONDON. 
They can't cry louder than yourfdf. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
m make the world know how they ibould treat a 
baroneii. 

RONDON. 

ril tell you how: laugh at her. 
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M. de QROUPILLAC. 
A hufband, look yc, I muft have; and I wDl take 
him, or h& old iathery or you. 

rondon; 
Mtf 

M. dc CROUPILLAC 
Ycs^ you*. 

SONDON. 
I defy you* 

M. dt CROUPILLAC: 
We*ll tiy it: III go to law with you.. i 

RONTON,. 
Ridiculous. 

SCENE Y. 

RONDON, FIERENFAT) LISB. 

RONDON. [To Life. 

Pray, madam, what's the reafon you receive fuch 

vifitors in my houfe ? you are always bringing me into 

ibmc fcrape or. other. 

[To Fierenfat. 

And you, fir, youMr. King of Pedants, whatnon- 
fenfical dxmon infpir'd you with the thought of court- 
ing a baroncfs, only to laugh at and abufe her ? A 
pretty fcheme indeed, with that flat face of your's, to 

give 
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give yourfelf the airs -of a flighty young coxcomb ; 
with that grave forrowful countenance to play the 
gallant : it might have became the rake your brother, 
but for you — fy ! fy ! 

FIELRENFAT. 

My dear father-in-law, don't be mifled: I never 
was deflrous of this match ; I only promised her con- 
ditionally, and always referved to myfelf the right of 
taking a richer wife, if I cou'd get one : die difinfae- 
riting my elder brother, and comii^ into immediate 
pofieffion of his fortune, have given me pretenfions to 
'your daughter : come, come, money makes the beft 
matches. 

RONDON. 

So it does, my boy j there youVc in the right, 

. L I S E. 
Now that right I take to be quite wrong. 

RONDON. 
Pfha ! pflia ! money docs every thing, that's cer- 
tain; let us therefore fettle the affair immediately: 
fixty good facks full of French crowns will fet every 
thing right, in fpite of all the Croupillacs in the 
. univerfe. How this Euphemon makes me wait ! I'm 
out of all patience ^ but let us fign before he comes. 
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LISE, 
No^ fir, thei» I enter my caveat : I will only fub- 
mix on certain conditions.! 

ROlfCON. 
Conditions ! impertinence ! you pretend to fay—* 

LiSE. 
I iay> iir, what I think : can we ever taftc, am 
we cnjby 4iat guilty happifiefs, whidi fprings from, 
teo^ifs niftry? and y<«t, Sir^' [to fi^efifai] cm 
yDu in your profgerity forgot that you Kavr a taw* 
thcr? - 

FIERENFAT. 

A brother ? I never faw him in my life : he was 
gone from home when I was at college, bard at my 
Cujatius and Bartole. IVe heard indeed of his pranks 
fince ; and, if he ever comes back again, we know 
what wc have to do, never ftar that ; we fball (end 
him off to the gallics* 

LISE. 

A brotherly and a chriftian refolution ! In the mean 
time you'll confifcate his eflate ; that, I fuppofe, is 
your intention : but 1 tell you, (ir, I deteft and abhor 
the project. 

RONDON. 
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RONDON. 
Heigh ! heigh f very fine : but come, my dear, flie 
eontrad is drawn, and the lawyer has '^taken care of 
aD chat. 

tIERENFAT. 

Our forefathers have determined concerning this 
matter; confult the i^rrittbii law : let mt fee^ in Cu« 
jathiS} chapter Ae fifth, fixth, and leventh, we tezd 
flms^ * Ereiy xtebauch'd libertine that leaves his ta- 
< ilttif^liode, or piHages die feme, fhall, i^i/aifo^ 

* he di^xyfiefs'd of every thkig^^and dififtherited as a 

• baftaid/ 

LISE. 

I know notfaiog about laws or fweoederits norllftve 
ever read Cujadus ; hut wtU venture to pronounce^ 
Aat.tbey are a fet of vile unfeeling wretches, foes, to 
cocnuKm leide and without humanity, wh6 fay a hror 
ther fhou'd let a brother perifh : nature and honour 
have their rights to plead, that are more powerful than 
Cujatius and all your. laws. 

RONDON. 
Come, come, let's have none of your codes, and 
your honour, and your nonfenfe ; but do as I'd have 

you; 
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you : whatfs all this fufs about an elder brother ? theie 
IhouM be money. 

LI SB. 

There (hou'd be virtue, fir: let him be puoiih'd. 
but leave him at leaft fomething to iubfift on, the poor 
remains of an elder brother's right : in a word^ fir, I 
muft tell yoU| my hand (hall never be purchafed at the 
price of his ruin : blot out therefore that article in the 
contra^ which I abhor, and which wou*dbe a di%ncs 
to ut aU ; if lucrative views induced you to draw it up 
thus, it is a fliame and a difhonour to us, and thoe* 
fofft I defire it may be expunged. 

FIERENFAT. 
How very little women know of buflnefi f 

RONDON. 
What ? YOU want to ccrretfi two attomies at Iaw» 
and make a contraiS void : O lud ! O lud ! 

LI$E. 
Whyoot? 

RONDON. 

\\>u*U JxcvcT nuke a good bcuicwUe; tou*I1 let 
tvtffy thifif jo to Fikk and rmn* 

LIS£. 
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L I S E, 

At prefent, ilr^ I cannot boafl my knowledge of the 
world, or of occonomy ; but I will maintain it, the 
love of money deftroys more families than it fupports ; 
and if ever I have a houfe of my own, the foundation 
of it ihall"be laid on — juftice. 

RONDON. 

She is light-headed; but l^t us humour her a little : 
come, give him a little matter, and the bufmeis will 
be over. 

FIERENFAT. 

Ay, ay, well — I give to my brother— ay, I give 
him— • come along. 

RONDON. 
\Not a fingle farthing. 

SCENE VI.' 

EUPHEMDN, RONDON, LISE, FIERENFAT. 

RONDON. 

O ! here comes the old gentleman. Well, I have 
brought my daughter to reafon \ we want nothing now 
but your hand to the contraft. Come, come, let^s 
have no more delays, chear up, put on your jo- 
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vial countenance, your Wedding looks, man; forio 
nine moxktlhs time, T\\ lay my life, two thampuig; 
boys -^ come, come, let us laugh and fing, anicsft 
away care: fign, my boy, fign. 

SUPHEMON. 
I can't, fir. 

FIEitSNFAT. 
Youcan*t? 

RONDOfl. , 
Ay, here^a another how I 

PIEitBMFAT. 

For what reafon, pray ? 

RONDON. 
What is all this madnefs? Are all the world turned 
fools? Every body fays, no. Why how is this? 
what's the meaning of it ? 

EUPHEMON. 
To fign the contraft at a time like this, wouM be 
flying in the face of nature. 

RONDON. 

What ! is my lady Croupillac at the bottom of aA 

this? 

EUPHEMON 
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EITPHEMON. 
No : {he's a fool, and vnnfs to break ofF the match 
foe her own fake : 'tis not from her ridiculous nolfe 
that my uneafineis arifes, I afTure you.* 

RONDON. 

Whence comes it then ? Did that fellow out of the 
coach put it into your head ? Are we indebted to him 

for all this ? 

EUPHEMON. 

What he told me muift at leaft retard our happy 

rfianiage, which we were fo ea^er upon. 

XI SE. 
What 4id4]ieteU you, fir? 

FIERENFAT* 
Ay, fir> what news did he bring? 

EUPHEMON. 
Kews that fhock'd me : at Bourdeaux this man faw 
i9y (pf^f naked) friendlefi, and in prifon, dying with 
hunger ; ihame and ficknefs leading him to the grave : 
ficknefs and misfortHnes had bl^fted the flower of his 
youth ^ ftnd an obftlnate fever, that h^d-poiibned his 
bloQd>' filmed* to thr^at^a d)at his lafi hour wa^ not 
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far ofF: when he faw him, he was then juft expiring: 
alas ! perhaps by this time he is no more. 

RONDON. 
Then his penfion^s pay'd. 

LISE. 
Dead? 

RONDON. 

Don't be frighten'd, child, what is it to pu f 

FIERENFAT. 
Ha ! die blood hath forfaken her cheeks ^ (be looki 
pale as death. 

RONDON. 

The jade has a little too much fcnfibility about hcTi 
that's the truth of it : but as he's dead, I forgive thee. 

FIERENFAT. 
But after all, fir, do you mean— 

EUPHEMON. 
Don't be afraid ; you (hall have her j it is my delirc 
you (hou'd : but to chufe a day of mourning for ^ 
wedding-day, wou'd be highly unbecoming. How 
wou*d my griefs interrupt -your mirth ! how wou*d 
your chaplcts fade when v/etted with a father's tears ! 
no, my fon, you muft put off your happinefs, and 

give 
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gire me one day to indulge my forrow : joy fo ill-timed 
as this wou'd be an affront to decency. 

LISE. 
No doubt it wou'd : for my part, I had much ra- 
tfaer ihare with you in your afflidlion, than think of 
aaarriage. 

FIERENFAT. 
Nay, but, my dear fether— 

RONDON. 
Why, you're an old fool : what ! put off a wed- 
ding, that has been the Lord knows how long upon 
the anvil, fer an ungrateful young dog, who has been 
a hundred times difinherited : a p^^x on you and your 
whole family ! 

EUPHEMON. 
At Inch a time a father muft ftill be a father; his 
errors, his vices, and his crimes always made me un- 
happy ; and it hurts me ftill more to think, that he is 
dead without ever repenting of them. 

RONDON. 

Well, well, well make thatmattereafy: ha! boy, 
let us give him fome grahd-fons to make him amends : 

come^ 
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come, Qomt^ fign^ and let's have a dance: iriuttnott* 
fenifethisis! 

EUPHEMON. 

But, fir— 

RONDON. 

But-9-Oons I du8 makes me mad :. to be feny fer 
the luckieft accident that cou'd happen, ridiculoui! 
Sorrow is good for nothing at Az beft ; but to whim* 
per and whine, becaufe you have got rid of a burdieii^ 
intolerable abfunOty ! This ddeft fen. this fixmige of 
jour's, to my knowledge, two or duee times bad like 
tp haye broke your heart ; fooner or later iie wou'd 
l^ive brought you to the grav<: thereibac- prithee^ 
man, take my advice, and make yourielf eafy ; the 
lofs of fuch a Ton is the greateft gain. 

EUPHEMON. 
True, my friend ; but it is a gain that cofts mc 
ipore than you. think : alas ! I lament that he died, 
and I lament that ever he was born. 

RONDON. [Torwenftt. 

Away, follow the old gentleman, and be as expe- 
ditious as you can s the dead, you fee, has got hold 
of the Uving ; fo take the contrad, TU not be hag- 
gled 
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gled with any longer j take his hand, and make him 
iign. For you, madam, [To Life] we (hall expect 
you to night i every thing will go well, I warrant 
you. 

LISE. 

Pm in the utmoft defpair. 

End of the Second Act* 



ACT III. S C E N E L 

EUPHEMO.N the Son, JASMIN. 

JASMIN. 
T HAVE ferv'd you, Sir, nbw two years, without 
knowing who or what you are : you were then 
my mafter ; permit me now to call you my friend ; 
you arc now, like myfelf, thrown upon the wide 
world, and poverty has put us on a level : you are no 
Jonger the man of pleafure, the gallant and gay En. 
phemon, treated and carefs'd by the men, furrounded 
and courted by the wooien. Every ftlver you had is 
gone to the devil ; and you have nothing now to do- 
but to forget you was ever worth a Ihilling j for furely 
Vol, III. I tlie 
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the mod infupportable of all evils is the remembrance 
of happinefe which we no longer enjoy: for my part, 
I was always plain Jafmin, and therefore the Icfs to 
be pitied : born as I was to fuffcr, I fufFer content- 
edly ; to be in want of every thing is only natural to 
me ; your old hat there, for iiiitance, and coarfi 
ragged waiftcoat, was my ufual garb ; and you have 
great reafon to be forry that you had not always been 
as poor as myfelf. 

EUPHEMON. 
How fliame and ignominy attend upon misfortune ! 
how melancholy a confideration is it to refleft, that a 
fervant (hall have it in his power to humble me f and 
what's worfc, I feel that he's in the right too ; he en- 
deavours to comfort me, after his manner ; he kecpa 
me company; and his heart,/ rough and unpoliih*d as 
it is, is fenfible, tender, and humane : born my equal, 
(for as a fellow creature fo he was) he tries to fupport 
me under my afflidion, and follows my unhappy for- 
tune, whilft every friend I had, abandons me, 
JASMIN. 

Friends, did you fay, fir? Pray, my good mafter, 
who arc they ? how are thofe people made whom they 
tall friends i 

EUPHEMON. 
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EUPHEMON. 

You have ken them, Jafmin, coming into my 
houfe whenever they pleas'd, troubling me for ever 
with their importunate viftts ; a crowd of- paradtes, 
who liv'd upon my bounty, comph'mented my fine 
tafte, my elegance, my delicacy; borrowed my money, 
then prais'd me before my face, send ftunn'd me with 
their ridiculous flattery. 

JASMIN. 

Ay, poor devil ! you did not hear them laughing 
at you as they went away, and making a joke of your 
foolifh generofity. 

.EUPHEMON. 

I believe it; for in the beginning of my misfor- 
tunes, when I was arretted at Bourdeaux, not one of 
thofe, on whom I had lavifhed my all, evei" came near 
me, or offered me his purfe j and when I got out fick 
and friendlefs, I apply'd to one of them in this poor 
ragged condition, and almoft famifh'd, for a little 
charitable afliftance to lengthen out my wretched life, 
he turn'd away his unrelenting eye, pretended even to 
know nothing of me, and turn'd me out like a com- 
mon beggar. 

I at JASMIN. 
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JASMIN. 
Not one to comfort or fupport you ? 

EUPHEMON. 
Not one. 

JASMIN. 

Such wretches ! friends indeed ! 

EUPHEMON. 
Men are made of iron. 

JASMIN. 
And women too. 

EUPHEMON. 

Alas ! from them I expcfted more tcndcrncfs j but 
a thoufand times met even with greater inhumanity : 
one of them in particular I well remember, who 
openly avowed her paiSon for me, and fecmeJ to take 
a pride in obliging me ; and yet in the very lodging's 
which (he had furnifhcd at my cxpcncc, and with the 
money I had fquandered upon her, did fhe procure 
everyday new gallants, and treat them with my wine, 
whilft I was perifhing with hunger in the ftreet : in 
fhort, Jafmin, if it had not been for the old man, 
who pick'd me up by chance at Bourdeaux, and who, 
he faid, knew me when I was a child, death had by 

thi) 
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this time put an end to my misfortunes: but know'ft 
thou, Jafinin, whereabouts we are ? 

JASMIN. 
Near Cognac, if I am not miftaken ; where, they 
tell me, my old mailer Rondon lives. 
EUPHEMON. 
Rondon ! the father of — who did you fay ? 

JASMIN, 
Rondon, a blunt odd fellow : I had the honour of 
belonging to his kitchen once j but being always of 
a roving difpofition, chofe to travel ; and after that 
was an errand boy, a lacquey, a clerk, a foot-fol- 
(dier, and a deferter; at length in Bourdeaux you took 
me ijito your fervice. Rondon perhaps may recolledt 
me : who knows but in our adverfity-— 

EUPHEMON. 
How long is it fince you left him ? 

JASMIN. 
About fifteen years. He was a charader j half plea- 
fant, and half furly ; but at the bottom a good honeft 
fellow : he had a child, I remember, an only daugh- 
ter, a perfeft jewel -, blue eyes, fhort nofe, frefli com- 

1 O ^^CKkKSG 
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plexiott^ yttTOlkm lipe 3 and Ifaeti for flsofe and aa- 
dcrftanding, quitpawraole. When IJiv'ddiaw^ibe 
was, let me iee« about fix as feven Tean old, by mf 
troth a fweet flowep, and hy tbii timiB fit ,to be 
gathered. " • ' • 

O mifery I , , - 

But why (bouM'I talk to you about her i it can be 
of no fenrice to ypuj I iee you ire oonoem'd,'and 
"dieteantiidJeAywnyoardiQcka: my^oarintfirl 
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. What unhappy fate cou^d ,guide me to this plikoe f 

Qme! 

JASMIil. 

You foem in deep contemplation, and as if the 

fight of this phce madeyou unhappy : you weep too. 

EUTHEMON. 
I have reafon. 

JASMIN. 

Do you know Rondon ? Are you any way related 

to the fiunily ? 

SUPHEMON. 

O ! let me alone, kt me alone. 
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.JASMIN. [Embracing him. 

For pity's fake, my dear maftcr, my friend, tell me 

ivho you arc. 

EUPHEMON. [In tears. 

I am — I am a poor unhappy wretch, a fool, a 

madman, a guilty abandon'd criminal, whom heaven 

(hou'd puniih, and earth deteft : wou'd I were dead ! 

JASMIN. 
No : wc muft live. What, die with famine whilfi: 
we can help ourfelves! we have our hands at leaft, let 
lis niake ufe of them, and leave ofF complaining: 
look on thofe fellows yonder, who have no fortune 
1>bt their ihduftry, With their (]pade8 in their hands, 
turning up the garden ; let as join diem: come, work, 
man, and get your livelil|ood. 

EUPI^EMOM. 
Alas! thofe poor beings, mean as they are, ahd 
approaching nearer to animal than human nature^ 
even they, tafte more pleafure and fatis&dion in their 
labours, than my falfe delicacy and idle follies cou'd 
ever afford me ; they live, at Icaft, free from trouble^ 
and remorfe, and enjoy htidtb of body, and peace of 
mind. 

I 4 SCtKt 
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S C E N E. IL 

M. de CROUPILLAC, Young EUPHEMON, JASMIN. 

M. dc CROUPILLAC. 
What do I fee ? or do my eyes deceive me ? the 
mere I look en him, the more I think it muft be 
he. [She hois Jleadfafily on him.] And yet Aire it 
cannot be the fame j it can never be that gallant 
Squire of Angoulcir.e, that play'd fo high, and fccm'd 
to be lined with gold : it is he : [She comes forward.] 
but the other was rich and happy, handfome, and 
well-made ; this fellow looks poor and ugly. Sick- 
nefs will (poil the fineft face, and poverty makes a 
flill more dreadful alteration. 

JASMIN. 
What female apparition is this that haunts us with 
her malignant afpeft ? 

EUPHEMON. 
If I am not miftaken, I know her well enough ; 
file has feen me in all my pomp and fplendor : how 
dreadful it is to appear mean and deftitute in the eyes 
of thofe who have feen us in affluence and profpc- 
riry ! let us be gone. 

M. de 
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M. deCROUPILLAC. [Coming up to Euphemon. 
What ftrange accident, my dear child, hath re- 
duced thee to this pitiful plight ? 

EUPHEMON. 
My own felly. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
Why, what a figure doft thou make ! 

EUPHEMON. 
Ay, madam, the confequence of having good 
friends ', of being robb'd, and plundered. 

M. dc CROUPILLAC. 
Plundered ? by whoifi ? how ? when ? where ? 

JASMIN. 

O, from mere goodnefs of heart : our thieves were 
mighty honeft creatures, perfons that figur'd in the 
beau-monde, amiable triflers, gamefters, bottle-com* 
panions, agreeable ftory-tellers, men of wit, and wo- 
men of beauty. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

I undcrftand you: you have fquander'd away all 
you had in eating and drinking : but you will think 
this nothing when you come to know the diftrefles I 

I 5 * \5«H^ 
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have undergone, and the lofles I have fuffer'dwith 
regard to— ^matrimony. 

EUPHEMOH. 

Your humble fervant, madam. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. [Stoppingkbu 

Your fervant indeed ! no, no, pofitively you (hall 

ftay, and hear my misfortunes ; you {hall be forry for 

mc. ' - 

EUPHEMON. 

Well, well, I am forry for you ; good by to you* 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
Nay, now I vow and fwear you fliall hear the 
whole ftory. One Monf. Fierenfat, a lawyer by pro- 
fcffion, got acquainted with me at Angoulcme, about 
[5/;^ runs after him,] the time when you beat the 
four bailiffs, and run away : this Monf. Fierenfat, 
you niuft know, lives not far from hence, with his 
father Euphemon. 

EUPHEMON. [Comimg back. 

Kuphcnion ! 

M. dc CROUPILLAC. 
EUPHEMON. 
l\)r heaven's fake, madam, that Euphemon mean 
you, fo celebrated for his virtues, the honour of his 
nee, coud he 
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M. de CROUPILLAC. 
Yes, fir. 

EUPHEMOIJ. 

And docs he live here ? 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
He does. 

EUPHEMON. 

And may I aik you, madam, how is he? how 

does he ? 

M. dc CROUPILLAC. 

Very well, I believe, fir : what theduce ails him ? 

EUPHEMON. 
And pray, madam, what do they fay — — 

M. dc CROUPILLAC. 
Of whom, fir ? 

EUPHEMON. 
Of an eldcft fon he had formerly. 

M. dc CROUPILJ^Afc. 

O, an ill-begotten rogue, a fake, a rattle-pate, an 
arrant fot, a madman, a fellow given up to every vice^ 
bang'd, I fuppofe, by this time. 

EUPHEMON, 
Indeed, madam — — but I am afliam'd of inter- 
rupting you in this manner. 
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M. dc CROUPILLAC. 
To proceed then ; this Monf. Fierenfat, as I was 
telling you, his younger brother, made ftrpng love to 
me, and was to have been marry'd to me. 

EUPHEMON. 
And is he fo happy ? have you got him ? 

M. dc CROUPILLAC. 
No : wou'd you think it, fir, this fool, pufPd up 
with the thoughts of ftepping in to all his mad bro- 
ther's fortune, growing rich, and wanting to be more 
fo, breaks off this match, which would have been fo 
honourable to him, and now wants to lay hold of the 
daughter of one Rondon, a vulgar cit, the cock of 

the village here. 

EUPHEMON. 

Going to marry her, fay you ? 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
And here am I moft dreadfully jealous of her. 

EUPHEMON. 

That beautiful creature. Jafmin here was juft 

now giving me a picture of h^r: wou'd (he throw her- 
ftlf away 

JASMIN. 
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JASMIN. [ Afidc to Euphcinon. 
What are you about, fir ? this hufband is as good as 
another for her, I think : but my mafter's a ftrangc 
man, every thing afflids him. 

EUPHEMON. [Afidf. 

This is beyond all bearing. 

[Aloud to M. de Croupillac. 

My heart, madam, is deeply fenfible of the injury 

you have receiv'd -, this Life fhou'd never be his, if 

I cou'd prevent it. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

You take it rightly, fir ; you lament my unhappy 
fate; the poor are always compaffionate; you had 
not half the good-nature when you roU'd in money ; 
but mind what I have to fay, in this life we may al- 
ways help one another. 

JASMIN. 
Help us then, dear madam, I befeech you. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
You muft a& for me in this afiair. 

EUPHEMON. 
I, madam ! how is it poifible for me to ferve you ? 

M.de 
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M. dc CROUPILLAC. 
O, a thoufand ways ! you tbail take my caiife In 
hand : another drefs and a little finery will make yoa 
liill look tolerably handfome : you have a polite infi- 
nuating addrcfs, and know how to wheedle a young 
girl : introduce yourfelf into the family^ play the flat* 
terer with Fiercnfat, compliment him on his riches, 
his wit, his drefs, every thing about him, get into his 
good graces, and whilfl I enter my proteft againft the 
unlawful procedure, you will do all the reft ; by this 
means I fhall at leaft gain time. 

£ U P H £ M O'U. [Seeing his father at a diftaxux. 

What Jo 1 fee ? O heaven ! 

[He runs off, 
M. dc CROUPILLAC. 

Hal! hai ! the tlllow's mad furc. 

JASMIN. 
llc\s alraul of you, nu'am, that's all. 

M. lie CROUPILLAC. 
A bliH khcud ! here, you, flop, hark yc, hark yc. 
1 mull follow him. 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

OldEUPHEMON, JASMIN. 
EUPHEMON. 
Even the imperfedt glance I had of that poor 
wretdiy whoever he i», has, I know not why, liird 
my heart with anguilh and diiquietude : he had a 
noble air, and a turn of features that, fome how €^ 
other, afieded me : alas ! I never fee a poor creature 
of that age, but the fad image of my unhappy fon 
recurs to me; I have ftill a father's tendernefs for 
him : but he is dead, or only lives with infamy to 
diigrace me : both my children make me miferable : 
one by his vice and debauchery is my eternal punifh- 
ment, whilft the other abufes my indulgence, and 
knows but too well that he is the only fupport of my 
old age : life is a burthen to me, and I muft foon 

fink beneath it. Who art thou, friend i 

[Perceiving JzCmsD, who bows to him* 

JASMIN. 

Honoured fir, noble and generous Euphemon, 

don't you remember poor Jafmin, fir, who liv'd 

with Rondon. 

EUPHEMON. 

Ah, Jafmin, is it you ? time aUers our faces, as 

you fee by mine : when you liv'd here I had a good 
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frdh complexion, .was betrtjr^ ud well ; but age 
comes on, my time i$ almoft over; ^nd fo, Jafiniiit 
youlare come back to your own country at laft ? 

' ^ JASMIN- , ,. 

.Yes, fir: I grew weary of fucb a. fatiguing ^v 

of nanfaling about like 'a wandering Jeiqr, (6 I*e*q| 

came home. . Happinefi ia a fugitive being,^ I am fiuir 

it bas been fo to me. 7'he Devil took me out, |.bc^ 

lieve^ led me a long walk, and now-baa broug|l|C Q». 

back again. 

B.UPHEMON; 

Well,. I may affifl you perhaps, if you behave your- 

felf well : biit who was that other poor wretch you 

were talking with, he that ran off juft now ? 

JASMIN. 

A comrade of mine; a poor wretch, half-fiarv'd like 

myfelf, without a farthing ; he's in fearch of employ* 

ment as well as I. 

EUPHEMON. 

Perhaps I may find feme for you both : is he fbbcr, 

and fenfible ? 

JASMIN. 
He ought to be fo : he has very good parts, I know; 
can write, and read, underftands arithmetic, draws a 
little, knows mufic ; )ie was very well brought up. 
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EUPHEMON. 

If fo, I have a place ready for him : as for you, 
Jafmin, my fon (ball hire you ; he is going to be 
niarry'd, to-night perhaps : as his fortune is increas'd^ 
he'll want more fervantsj and one of his is going 
away too, and you may ftep into his place : to-night 
ril prefent you both j you (hall fee him at my neigh- 
bour Rondon*s ; Til talk to him there about itj fo 
fare thee well, Jafmin; in the mean time, hereTs 
fomcthing for you to drink. 

S C E N E IV. 

JASMIN alone. 

The good man ! bleffings on him ! Cou'd I ever 

have thought in this vile age to have met with fo good 

a heart ? his air, his demeanor, his benevolent foul, 

form together a fpeaking pi£hire of the integrity of 

former ages. 

SCENE V. 

Young EUPHEMON, JASMIN. 

JASMIN. [Eml>radng him. 

Well, I have got a place for you j we are both to 

fcrve Euphemon. 

EUPHEMON. 

Ay! Euphemon! r>^«^>a 
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JASBtlN. 
Yds, if yte fike it: you ii^em fuPpAMi< lA/ire 
-jonr ^1 tum'd up in.this mumert «s if you iwic 
gjring'b be txorcii'd f wha^ is die mewHig of iMc 
^eks^ i^g^ duit will not l^t jwffok ? * 

. EtJP^BMbM. ,^ 

O9 JefiniiH I can no loii|^ contiin tKyisUi mt^ 
dcr^eisy ptin, Mhode, all pieft upon me, ' 

JASMIN. 
WbatI has my lady dure lUd niy du^ 
iriiathaslhe told you ^' ^ '• > 

' Sfae^dd-tnenodiiflg. 

JASMIN, 
What^s the matter then ? 

EUPHEMON. 
My heart will no longer fuffer me to conceal it ftoni 
you: inihort, that Euphcmon ■ 

JASMIN. 
Well, what of him ? 

EUPHEMON. 
O, be is-^— my father. 
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JASMIN, 
Your father? fir? 

EUPHEMON. 
Yes, Jafmin : I am that eldeft fon, that criminal, 
that unfortunate, who has ruin'd his unhappy famfly. 
O, how my hearty flu ttcr'd at the fight of him, and 
oflRer'd up its humble prayers ! O, with what joy 
GOu*d I have fall'n down at his feet ! 

JASMIN. 
Thoti, £uphemon*s fon! forgive me, fir, forgive 
my rude familiarity. 

EUPHEMON. 
- O, Jafinin, think'ft thou a heart, oppre(s*d as mine 
is, can 1)e dflfended ? 

JASMIK. 

You are the fon of a man whom all the world ad- 
mires ; a man of a million : to fay the truth, the re- 
putation of his fon fhews to no great advantage 
when placed near his father's. 

EUPHEMON. 
'Tis that which gives me moft uneafinefs. But tell 
ne, what did my father fay ? 
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JASMIN.- 

I told him, fir, we were two unfortunate youths, 
very poor, but well educated, and wou'd be glad to 
ferve him: he lamented our fate, and confented to 
tike us. This evening he will introduce you to his 
fon, the prefident, who, it feems, is to marry Life; that 
fortunate brother, to whom my old mafter Rondon 
is to be father in-law. 

EUPHEMON. 

And now, Jafmin, I will unfold my heart tx) you: 
hear the hiftory of my misfortunes, and think how 
wretched I muft be, to draw upon mjrfelf, by a variety 
of follies, the juft indignation of a beloved parent; to 
be hated, defpis'd, difinherited; to feel all the horrori 
of beggary and want; to fee my fortune given to my 
younger brother, and forc'd after all^ in my ftate of 
ignominy, to ferve the very man who has robb'd me o^ 
every thing: this is my fate, a fate I have but^teo 
well deferved. But wou'd you believe it, Jafmin, in 
the midft of all my calamities, dead as I am to 
pleafures, and dead to every hope, hated by the world, 
defpis'd by all, and expefting nothing, I yet dare to 
be jealous. 



JASMIN. 
Jealous ! of whom ? 



EUPHE- 
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EUPHEMON. 
Of my brother; of Life. 

JASMIN. 

So, you are in love with your lifter ! well, that's ,a 

ftroke worthy of you, the only fin you had never yet 

committed. 

EUPHEMON. 

You are to know, Jafmin, (for I believe you had 
then left Rondon) that we were no fooner out of ou^ 
infancy, than our parents promis'd us to each other : 
our hearts readily obeyed, and were united : the con- 
formity of our ages, our tafte, our manners, our fi- 
tuation, every thing confpir'd to ftrengtfaen the tyc^ 
like two young trees, we grew up together, and were 
to have join'd our branches : time, that heighthen'd 
her charms, improv'd her tendernefs, and love made 
her every day more lovely : the world at that bleft 
time might have envied me; but I was young, fooliih, 
and blind ; link'd in with a fet of wretches, who fe- 
duc'd my innocence ; intoxicated with folly and exr 
travagance, I made a merit of defpifing her paffion for 
me, nay, even affronted her : O, I rcRcA on it with 
honor. The croud of vices, that rufh'd in upon me, 
carry*d me away from my father and my friends : 
what was my fate after this I need not inform you. 
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Every thing is gone; and heaven, which tore me from 
her> has left me nothing but a heart to punilh me. 

JA8MIN. 
' If fo it be, and you really love her ftiU, notwiA- 
ftanding all your diftre(s» M. de Cxoupillac's adnoe 
was good, to infinuate yourfelf, if poffible» into Ron- 
don's family. Your purie is erapty» and love periiaps 
may find means to fill it again. 

EUPHEMON. 
Cou'd I ever dare to look upon her, to come in her 
fight, after what I have done, and in thu miferaUe 
condition ? Nd» I mufl avoid a father and a miflrefsj 
1 have abufed the goodnefs of them both, and know 
not (but it is too late tp repent) which fhou'd hate 
me moft. 

SCENE VI. 

Young EUPHEMON, FIERENFAT, JASMIN. 

JASMIN. 
O, here comes our wife prefidcnt. 

EUPHEMON. 
Is It he ? I nyvcr faw his face before ; my brother, 
and my rival ! 

FIEREN- 
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FIEREHFAT. ' 

Come, come, this does not go amifs. I have prefs'd, 

md rated the old gentleman in fuch a manner, that 1 

believe we fhall be able to finifli the affair in fpite of 

him. But where are thefe fellows who are to ferve 

me? 

JASMIN. 

We are come, pleafe your honour, to offer our- 

felves — «i^ 

FIERENFAT. 

■ Which of you two can read ? 

JASMIN. 
He, fir. 

FIERENFAT. 

• And write too, I fuppofe ? 

JASMIN. 

O yes,\ fir, and cypher, and cafl accounts. 

FIERENFAT. 
Ay, but he muft know how to talk too. 

JASMIN. 
He's a little modeft, fir, and but juft recovered 
from a fit of ficknefs. 

FIEREN. 



19+ 
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i FIERENFAT. ^'^ 

■ He looks bold enough, I thijik, and as if 

- ms own merit- Wei J, fiF, what wagei 

cxpe£t ? 

- EUPHEMON, 
.None, fir. 

JASMIN. 

O, fir, we have a moft heroic foul, 
FIERENFAT, 
eU, upon thofe conditions I take yoy 
ice : come^ 111 preient you to my wife. 

-" #. y. PIERENFAT. 
Yes, Fm going to be many'd, 

EUPHEMON. 
When, pray? 

PIERENFAT. 
To-night. 

EUPHEMON. 

O, heav'n ! pray, fir, forgive mc, but 
deeply in love with her, fir ? 

PIERENFAT,, 

EUPHEMON. 

FIERENFAT. 

EU 



Certainly. 
Indeed ? 
Yes. . 



/ 
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EUPHEMON. 
And are you belov'd ? 

FIERENFAT. 
I hope fo. A droll fellow, this ! You feem ex- 
tremely curious. Sir. 

EUPHEMON. [Afide. 

How I wi(h to contradict him, and punifh him for 
his excefs of happinefs ! 

F I E R E N F A T. [To Jafmin. 

What doe? he tx^i 

JASMIN. 
He hpf he wifhes with all his heatt he was like 
you, furm'd to pleafe. 

FIERENFAT. 

The ambition of the coxcomb ! but come, follow 

me ; be diligent, fober, prudent, careful, clever, and 

refpe£tful. What, ho ! la Fleur, la Brie, you raf- 

cals, y^hctc are you all ? follow me. 

[He goes out. 

EUPHEMON." 
Now cou*d I like to falute him with two good 
boxes on the ear, to make that lawyer's face of his 
twinge again. 

Vol. m. - K JASMIN. 



5'Akitil«.- 

I find, aay ftiend, jou ate no^nieiUM na^ 

rm fiin it ii tfaM.tobe fi>s ana I ldiMr>oi,'I 
intend to be wifer for die Aituie: frotti iH mijr Mob 
I {hall at leaft rea^ tlib advant%e» To know how 
40 fufferr 

End of the TarsD Act. 



A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

M. de CROUPILLAC, Young. EOPHERON, JASMIN. 

M, dt CROUPILLAC. 

1HAVE taken care^ my frieitd^ by way of pre- 
caution, to bring' two ferjeants from Angouleme } 
have yoti perform'd your part as well, and done u I 
defir'd you ? S^iall you be able, think you, to put on 
an airof confequence, and fow a little diflenfion in the 
family ^ Have you flattered the old g^tleman? Have 
you look'd forward a littk i 

EUPHSMON. 
No. 

t.KIjPHE. 
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M. de COUPILLAC. 
How? 

BVPHEMON. 

Believe me^ madaxni I long to throw myfelf at 

her feet. 

M. dc CROUPILLAC. 

Pray then make hafte and do it i begin your attack 
as foon as poffible, and i^ore my ungrateful fc- 
ducer. TU go to law for you, and you ihall bake 
love for me : chear up, man, put on your beft looks ; 
aflUre that air of importance and felf-fufficiency^ 
which is fure to conquer every heart, which baf- 
fles wit, and triumphs Over wifdom : to be happy in 
lovcy you muftbe bold ; refume your wonted courage^ 

EUPHEMON. 
O, I have loft it all. 

M. dt CROUPILLAC. 
How by man ? what's the matter ? 

EUPHEMON. 
I had courage enough when I was not in love ; but 
atprefent— — 

JASMIN. 

There may be other reallbns vrhj he fhouM be ra- 
ther bafhful ^ th*s Fierenfat, you muft know, is our 
K a Uicd 
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lord and mafterj and hat. taken ua.boch into hn 

• ■ . *• j». 

fervice. 

ML IX CnoVTlUVAC. 

' So macb Ike; better |, a lucky ckcumflanoe : to be a 

dbme&fc in yoiqr mi(befi*8^^^ let^me t^LyoU) is 

a iingular ba{ypinefi': make your advantage of it« 

. JASMIN. 

' Yonder^ fiwietblng pretty, and coming tliia vray 
toot'tb take die air, I fuppofe: ihe ieens to j 
out of kondon*! hou(e« 



M. deCROlTPtLLAC. 
'Tis (he : comei oiy dear lover,' make hafle, now^s 
your time : pluck up your courage, and (peak to her : 
what ! Aghing and* trembling, and pretend to love 
her too ? O, fyj fy ! 

EUPHEMON. 
O) if you knew the fituation of my heart, you 
wou'd not wonder at my trembling and confufioo .' 

' JASMIN. [Seeing Life at a diftance. 
Swecl creature ! how beautiful fhe looks ! 

EUPHEMON. 

'Tis fhe: O, hcav'n! I die with love, with re- 
niorfc, with jealoufy, and de(^x* 
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M. dc CROUPliLAC. 

Adieu : I will endeavour to return the obligation. 

EUPHEMON. 

All I a(k of you is, if poffible, to put ofF this cruel 

marriage. 

M. dc CROUPILLAC. 

That's what 1 (hall immediately fet about. 

EUPHEMON. 
Alas ! I tremble* 

JASMIN. 

Wc muft try to get her by berfelf > let us retire a 

little. 

EUPHEMON. 

ni follow you : I ffcarce know what I have done, 

or what I am going to do. I fhall never be able to 

face her. 

SCENE II. 

LISE, MARTHA, JASMIN at die ferther okd of the 
ftage, and EUPHEMON behind him. 

LISE. 
In vain do I go in and out, backwards, and fbr-^ 
wards, endeavouring, if poffible, to hide myfelf from 
myfelf s in vain do I feek for folitude, and examine 
my own heart : alas ! the more I look into it, the 
more am I convihc'd that happiacfe nv2& t^^\^\ ^scA'^ 



; >. »> * 



toi me : If I do;at any time enjoy a momc m aiy cMi- 
forty it it from that old jJdiculous«iaitura CwjtijStkf 
and the thought 6f her preventing this detcAed nitttti 
but then all my appre&chfions retdm, when Fierente 
utuS my fiither w|;e ik upon me #ich lepeated bafit* 
tunities : they Live gatnM oreT the good SiqptenMi* * 

. In troth; the old man. k aei^ good-natiifUt *lihd 
' FierenfiugiorveniiUmmaft^^^ - > ^t 

■ Li8X. ' 

. Ipardonhim» he^afbnd of attonlycUldi Bhfili 
eft) poor man, gave him a great deal of virafinffr| 
and now he rdiet intirdy upon the other. 

MARTHA. 

But after all, madam, notwitbftanding eircry thing 

that has been reported, it is not clear that the other is 

yet dead* 

LISX, 

Alas ! if dead, I muft lament ) if living, I muft 

hate him : cruel alternatives ! 

MARTHA. 
' The news of hii danger, however, feem'd to have 
a powerful eSeSk upon you. 

LISK. 
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LISE; 
Que n^bt be forryfor his qwfortunw without lo- 
Yii}g hiin» you know. 

MARTHA. 
-But one may as well be dead as not be lov'd : an<i 
{o you are really to be marry'd to his brother i 

LISE. 

My 4ear child, I am diftraded at the thought of 
it : you have lon^ known mf indiiFerence for Fie* 
renfat; it is now chang'd to horror and deteftation: 
marriage with him is a potion moft dreadfully bitter, 
mMch, in my prefent defperate cafe, I muft fwallow 
much agdifft my will, I afiiire you; tho' my hand, at 
the fame timfi, reje^ it with horror and indignation. 

JASMIN. [Pullmg Martha by the Sleeve. 
Hark*ee, fair lady, will you give me leave to whif- 
per a word or two in your ear i 

MART HA, [To Jafiain. 
Moft willingly, Sir, 

LISE. [Afide. 
O cruel fate ! why did'fl thou prolong a life, which 

an ungrateful guilty lover has made fo truly mife- 
rable? 

K4 Uk«.T«.^. 
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MARTHA. [To Life. 

One of the prefident's fervants, madam, but juft 
now hired to him : he fays, he fliou'd be glad to fpcak 
to you. 

LISD. 
T.et him wait. 

MARTHA. [JojHfiniii. 

Friend, my lady defires you wou'd wait a little. 

LISE. 
Always teafmg me thus ! even when he is abfent I 
can have no peace for him. O dear ! how weary am 
I of this marriage already ! 

JASMIN. [ToMarthi. 

My dear girl, procure us this favour, if you can. 

MARTHA. [Coming back. 

Madam, he fays he muft fpeak with yoa. 

LISE. 
So I I ftc I muft go. 

MARTHA. 
There is a perfon, it fecms, who is very dcfirous ot 
feting you ; he muft fpcak to you, he fays, or die. 

List. 
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LISE. 
I find I muft go in and hide mjrielf. 

SCENE III. 

LISE, MARTHA, Young EUPHEMON, leaning on 
JASMIN. 

EUPHEMON. 
lean neither walk nor fpeak 3 my fight too fails 
me. 

JASMIN. 
Give me jour hand -, we'll crofiher as (he comes. 

EUPHEMON. 
O ! I feel a deadly coldpeis at my heart [to Lift] 
will you permit — 

LISE. [Wlthoat looking at tikii. 
What wou'd you, fir ? 

EUPHEMON. [Throwing BimicIfonhU knee*. 
What wou*d I ? that death which I defeive. 

LISE. 
What do J fee? O heaven ! 

MAR.TUA. 
Amazing ! Eijj^emon ! good God^ how chang d ) 

K 5 I.\i^^^"^^^ 
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EtJPHEMdN. 
ChangM indeed: yes. Life, you arc revcngM of 
me. Well may you wonder, for I am changed in every 
thing : no longer do you behold in me that madman, 
that falfe wretch, fo fearM and detefted here ^ be who 
betrayed the caufe of nature and of love : young and 
tboughtlefs as I was, I fell a prey to every paffioD, 
and adopted every vice from my loofe companioni: 
but O f the worft of all my crimes, which never can 
be blotted out, never atoned for, was my oSending 
you : but here I fwear, by thee, and by that viituCf 
which, tho* I have forfaken, I yet adore, I have found 
my error. Vice, tho' I admitted it, was a ftranger 
to this heart, which is now no longer ftain'd with 
thofe guilty blemifhes that obfcurM its native luflre ; 
that pure, that facred pai$on, which is ftill referv'd for 
you, hath refin'd it^ that tender pafEon, and that 
alone, brought me hither, not to break off your 
new engagements, or oppofe your happinefs, that 
wou'd ill become a poor abandon'd wretch like me : 
but fince the misfortunes, which I fo well dcferv'd, 
have brought mc, even in the prime of life, to the 
brink of tlve grave, I cou'd not help fecking you, to 
be a witncfb of my laft moments ; and happy, thrice 
hd'^py Ihall I be, if he, who was once deflin'd to be 
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your huiband^ at length fliaU die, and not be hated by 
yoa. 

LI8E. 
J am (carce myfelf : can it be Euphemon ? can it be 
jou f O heav'n ! in what a condition too, and what a 
time is this : wretch as diou art, what cruel injuries 
haft thou done to both of us ! 

EUPHEMON. 
I know it : at fight of thee, every folly I have been 
guilty of appears doubly inexcufable : they were dread- 
ful, and you know they were, that is Ibme puniib- 
ment, but not (6 much as I deferve. 

LISE. 
And b it true, unbaj^ man, that thou haft at laft 
fcpeocedof thy follies; that your rebellious heart is at 
length fttbdued, and misfortune bath pointed out to 
jroti the road of virtue? 

EUPHEMON. 
Alas ! what will it avail, that my eyes are open'd, 
when it is too bte ! In vain is that heart fubdued, iii 
vain is my return to virtue, fince I have toft in you lU 
beft^ its only valuable reward. 
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LISE. 

Yet, anfwer me, Euphcmoa ; may I believe you 
have indeed gain'd this glorious viftory ? confult your 
own breaft, and do not again deceive me : can you yet 
be prudent and virtuous I 

EUPHEMON. 

I aiji fo ; for ftill my heart adores you. 

LISE. 

And doft thou ftill love, Euphemon ? 
EUPHEMON. 

Do I love ? by that I live, that alone has fupporteJ 
me, I have born'every thing, even infamy itfelf; anJ 
a thoufand times I wou'd have put an end to my wret- 
ched life, but that ftill I lov'd it, bccaufe it belongd 
to you : yes, to you I owe my prefent fentiments, my 
bLing, and that new life which now dawns upon mc : 
to you J owe the return of my reafon : with love like 
nJnc, wou'd to heav n I may be able topreferve it ! 
do not hide from mc that charming face : look at me : 
kc how cliang'd I am : fee the cruel efFcdt of care and 
ioiiow : the rofes of youth are withered by remorfc and 
n.i.crv: there wai> a time when Euphemon wou'd not 
tLub h.vve rtililj^ihtcd you : do but look on me, 'tis ail I 
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LISE. 

If I fee die thinking, the reformed, the conflant 

Euphemon, it is enough: in my eyes he is but too anii^ 

able. 

EUPHEMON. 

What fays my Life ? gracious heav*n \ fhe weeps. 

LISE, [To Martha. 

O fupport me, my fenfes fail. Can I ever be the wif5 
of Euphemon's brother ? But tell me, 

[Turning to Euphemon* 
Have you yet feen your father ? 

EUPHEMON. 

O ! I blufh to aj^pear before that good old aisux, 
whom I have fo diihonour'd: hated as I am, and 
banifh'd from his prefence, I love and reverence^ but 
dare not look upon him. 

LISJB. 
What then is your deiign ? 

EUPHEMON. 
If heav'n ihou'd gracioufly prolong my days, if you 
muft be my brother's happy lot, I propofe to change 
my name andprofeffion, ferveasa foldier, andfeek for 
death in the field of honour ; perhaps fuccefs in arms may 
acquire me fome glory^ and even you may hereafter Ihed 



% tmr am the usduqqqr EuphciiMMk Ify 
Mft nAl MVir finnsr b]r ifcC'^ifiiiynMiiit i 
TibeitictdiilMlftallda. ^ 

LI8B. 
' OlsAJMbknrfiilittiMs and the Imm that vmok 
paUe ofnMdcingit muft be above guilt end meanneft: 
IJntimemi like tbeib aficd me mndi more i^ttk Am 
Aefleenfoufliedatmy ftet* .Ko^ Eupbenmiy jfl 
•mleftatlibertjrtadirpoftofmTfeU; andcupoffUy 
ardid the hateful malcb 9Bppm*d te^M, UkhmfKf 
p9wtt to determine your fitte» /ou fliall not fo ib fiu 
to ckaofi your eonditioQ. 

EUPHBMON. 

O heav'n ! anddoei tby generous heart mek at my 

mif fortune! ? 

LI8E. 

They afFefied me moft deeply; but your repentance 

hath fccured me. 

EUPHEMON. 

And Will thofe dear eyes, that look'd on me fo long 

with indignation, will they foften into love and tender- 

nefs I O thou haft reviv'd a flame in the breaft of 

Euphemon, which his follies had almoft extingutfb'd. 

Fond as my brotlicr is of richesi tho' my father has 

gi/n him all that inhctitance which nature had de- 
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figfi'd for me, he ftill muft envy my happineft. I am 
deartoyoui liealone,aiidiiotEuphemon, isdifinbe- 
fifed. OllhaUdieWichjoy. 

MARTHA. 
Deuce on him, here hj? comes. 

LISE. 
Be upon your guard, Euphemons keep in tbofe 
ftruggling iighs, anddiflemble. 

EUPHEMON. 
Why (hott'd ly if you love me ? 

LISE. 

Confider my relations, confider your own father. 
Yourbrotheriawus togetber,{awyouatmy feet, and all 
that we can now do ia,not to let him know who you are. 

MARTHA. 
I cah*t help laughing, to think what apaffion his 
gravity will be in. 

S C E N E IV. 

USE, YOUNG EUPHEMON, MARTHA, JASMIN, 
FIERENFAT at tbe further end ofthefiagc» Ettphenm 
tunning his back to him. 

FIERENFAT. 
Either ibme devil has impaired thefe eyes of mine; 

or, if I fee clear, I moft certainly beheld -— O yes — 

it is fo — it's •" '^ver with me. 







> ^^^^. [ Coming for%vtir4» towwd* Etiphenioir, 
O It tt y55i&» is It ? triiitor, f afcal, forg^cjr, ^^ 



JASMIN. [Plicing himfelf between 
Sir, fir, this ** this Is an aflair of importance thit 
was going forward, and you intcmipt it, Ar i aa af- 
Ifeir of love, At, tenderneff, re^A, gratitude^ uJt 
Jlirtm---€Dr wy pin I%a fiKriSM 

•■■: ^-«naa»lt,:,; ■■■■■ 



OJafmin, ifldar'd — 

FIERBKrAT. 

No : this 18 a galknc bideed witha witnda : had he 

•been a gentleman, but a fervant, a beggar «— If I waa 

to ftte him in a couct of j^uftice, ^wou'd be only fo muck 

noRey flung away. 

LI8E. IToBtophdMi^ 

Be calm ; if you have any rcgafd for- me» I beg you. 

wiU. 

FIERENFAT. 

Hie traitor I IVbaveyou^haiig'd, you dog. 

IToMtttfca. 
You laugh, nEiiflxelf t - 
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MARTHA. 
I do, to be furc, fir. 

FIERENFAT. 
And why do you ? what do you laugh at ? 

MARTHA. 
Lord, fir, 'tis Aich a comical aiFair — 

USE. 

You don't know^ madam the danger .you are in : 

ywi little think, my good friend, what the law inBx&s 

on fuch delinquents as you, and how often you 

may be — 

MARTHA. 

Pardon me, fir, I know it mighty well. 

FIERENFAT. [To Life. 

You, madam, feem to be deaf to all this, faithlefi 
woman ! with that air of innoceAce too, to f^ay me 
fuch a trick : your inconftancy is a little premature on 
our very wedding day, and juft before we are marry 'd : 
'tis a wonderful mark of your chaftity . 

LISE. 
Don't b# in a paffion, fir, nor lighty condemn in* 
nocence on bare appearances only. 

FIERENFAT. 
Innocence indeed { 
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SI FIEKENPAT. 
^ I This is a pure impiRietit feJlow : fomc lovrr, I fup* 
pofc, in the di^uiti of a iJ^rvatit, Who are jm^ h ? 

bdog, all depetuis m her heut, her land loddf iri 
her pfOfHtioiis bountf, ^ , r rt^r^ 

Tbey mscf feon depend ttpoa acourtcf jufHce, Itt 

1 dTure jou. Til go this inftanr, prepare my records, 

and haften to ^gn the milruiiient. Begone* ttngntt. 

fill woman, and dread my reientnie|it ; I'll bring p^ 

relations, and your fadier i then yoiir innocence wiD 1 

appear in its proper light, and Aey will efleem yoi 

accordingly. 

SCENE V. 

LISE, YOUNG EUPHEMON, MAETHA. 
LISE. 
For heavn's fake, conceal yourielf ; let us go in im- 
mediately ; I tremble at the oonfequencrof diis. If 
your father fhou'd find out it was you, iioihii^ will 
appeafe him : he will conclude that fome new cztia-' 
vagance brought 7oub9ck Viei^oa vic^fofeto inSii 
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^ him, and to fow diviiion between our families ; and 
then you will be confined perhaps, even without being 
fo much as heard in your own defence. 

MARTHA. 
Let me conceal him, and I'll warrant they (han't 

^alily find him out. 

LISE. 

Come, come, you muftaway ; I muft endeavour to 
reconcile your father : the return of nature fhall, if 
poffibte, be the work of love : you muft be concealed a 
while --► take you care [ To Martha. ] he does not ap- 
pear : begone immediately. 

SCENE VL 

RONDON, LISE. 

RONDON. 

WeD, my Life, how is it ? I was in fearch of jtou 

and your hufband. 

LISE* [Aiide. 

Thank God ! he is not fo yet. 

RONDON. 
Where are you going ? 

LISE. 
Decency, fir, at prefent obliges me to avoid him. 

[She goes out. 
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f RONDON. I 

I This prefident is a dangerous man, I find : now 1 
lihouM I Hke to be incog in fome place clofc to 'cm, 
.only to fee how two lovers look when they are juft go^ 
Jing to be marry'd. 

(' SCENE, vir. 

FIERBNFAT, RONDON, GonftabK &c. 
FIERENFAT. 
Where are they, where are ihey ? ha I gone ; d» 
Aibtle villains have efcapM me : where have the raibli 

hid themfelves f 

RON DON. 



Your reverence feems out of breath ? what are yofl 
in fiich a hurry about ? who arc you hujiting after \ 

what have they done to you ? 

FIERENFAT. 
Made a cuckold of me, that's all* 

RONDON. 
Ha! ha! acuckold! bafliow! What is all this ? 

FIERENFAT. 
Yes, yes, my wife : beav'n preferve me from ever 
giving her that name I Yes, fir-i a cuckold { am, in 
fpite of all tbek^s^ in: the kingcbm. 

RONDON. 
My ibn-in-law ( , 
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FlERfeNrAT. 
Yes, my &ther-in-law, 'tis but too true* 

RONDONv 
Well j but the affair — . 

FIERENFAT. 
Is as clear as poffible. 

RONDON. 
You try ihy patience too far. 

FIERENFAT. 
I'm Aire they have mine* 

RONDON4 

If I cou'd believe — 

FIERENFAT. 
You may believe it all, fir, I aflure you. 

RONPON. 
But the more I hear, die leis I underfbnd. 

FIERENFAT. 
And yet it's very eafy to comprehend. 

RONDON. 
If I were otice convinc'd of i^ the w<»'ld lliou'd be 
a witnefs of my refencment, I wou'd ftrangle her with 
my own hands* 
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FIERENFAlr. 

Strangle her then by all means, for the thing is fiair- 

ly prov'd. 

RONDON. 

Something no doubt is wrong, by my finding her 

here in that condition ; (he hung down her head, and 

cou'd fcarce fpeak to me ; feem'd firightcn'd, and em- 

barras'd too. Come, my fon, let us in, and furprife 

her. This is a cafe of honour, and where that is con- 

cern'd, Rondon liftens no longer to rcafon. Away. 

End of the Fourth Act. 



ACTV. SCENE L 

LISE, MARTHA. 
LISE. 

WHAT a defperate fituation is mine ! fcarce 
can I believe myfelf fafe, even with you. 
Think what it muft be for a foul fo pure, fo delicate^ 
as mine, to fufFer even for a moment fuch injurious 
fufpicions : Euphemon, thoude^lr but fatallover, thou 
weit born but to afflidt me ; thy abfence was worfe 
than death to me, and now thy return expofes me to 
infamy : [ tttrnirtg to Alartha.'] for hcav'ns fake, take 
care of him, for d-ey are making the ftrifteft enquiry. 

MARTHA. 
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MARTHA. 
O never fear; I (hall put 'em to their trumps, I 
warrant you : I defy all their fearch- warrants : I have 
£mie certain little cunning holes in my cabinet which 
thefe ferrets can never get at ; there, madam, your 
lover lies fnug, (afely conceal'd from the inquifitive 
e3re8 of long-rob'd pedants. I have led the hounds a 
pretty good chace, and now the whole pack is at fault* 

S C E N E II. 

USE, MARTHA, JASMIN. 
LISE. 

Well, Jafinin, how ftandour affairs ? 

JASMIN. 
O I have pafs'd my examination moft glorioufly 
gone through it like an old offender, grown grey in the 
profeffion, and anfwer'd every queflion without fear or 
trembling. One of them drawl'd out his words with 
. all the folemnity of a pxdagogue ; another put on a 
haughty air, and wou'd have brow-beated me ; a third, 
in a pretty filver tone, cry'd out, child, tell us the truth : 
whilft I> with mofl laconic brevity, and unalterable 
firmnefs, fairly routed the whole group of pedants. 

LISE. 
They know nothmg then. 
Vol. III. L ^tw^^KN.^^ 
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JASMIH- 
Nodung: to monoir perhapt tkejrmqrkttiNrjII: 
riiney yw knoir, kifigi cveiy thtog to 

I hope at leaft Ffemite wjll not hate dw t» pia- 

judice Usfirtheragpuliftmc: Ihive atUnfiMl Im 

aboutit: IcmilUe*forlui% Md fbr'aqr otm faafioar: 

•in love alone I tun^c plac'd aikj hopes, that wS\ ail 

mc — 

MARTHA. 

For my party Fin in a fiul quondaiy atxwt Jt, and 

wifli ev'ry thing mayn't g» wrong : oonfider^ madam, 

we have againft i» two old fittben, and » prefidaBl, 

beftdcs fcolds, and prudes innumerable ; if you knew 
what haughty airs they give themfelves, whatafu- 
pcrcilious fneer, and fevere tone, their proud virtue 
puts on upon this occafion, with what infolent acri- 
mony they have perfecuted your innocence, believe 
mc, madam, their clamours, with their affedcJ 
zeal, and moft religious fury, wou'd raife your laugh- 
ter, perhaps even make you tremble. 

JASMIN. 
I have travelled, madam, a'nd feen noife, and buf- 
tlc enough, but never before was I witneis to fuch a 
hubbub : the whole houfe is turn'd topfy-^turvy : they 

are 
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' are all knaves, fods, or m^men ; whlfpering lies 
Pgaiafl jrqpy and addjng one untruth to a/iptber; tel- 
ling the ftoiy a hundred different ways : tl)e poor fid- 
dles arefent back without receiviqg a farthing, or a drop 
of drink : fix tables prepared for the wedding feaft, full 
of the fineft delicacies, overfet in the confufion ; the 
pec^le run backwards and forwards ; rfie footmen drink 
and laugh ; Roddon fwears, and Fierenfat is employ 'd 

in writing the cafe out. 

L I S E. 

And what does the worthy father of Euphemon do 

amid'ft an this buftle ? 

MARTRA. 

O, madam, in bis dqe^Sed .afped we may read the 

tmcfws of afflidled virtue: he lifts up his eyes to 

iieaven, and cannot bring himfelf to believe that you 

liave ftain'd the honour of your fpotlefe youth with fo 

Mack a crime : he defends you to your friends by the 

ftrongeft arguments : and when at length he isftagger'd 

by the proofs they bring againft you, he fighs, and 

fa3rs, if you are guilty, he will never again depend on 

any mortal breathing. 

LISE. 

The good old man, how his tendernefs a6e£b me ! 

MARTHA. 

Here comes ano^er, of a different kind, matter 

Rondonj let us avoid him, madam. 

L 2 \.\^^, 



an 
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LrsE. 

By na mean^ ; my heart U innocent, and fiiou'd be 
afraid of nothing. 

JASMIN, a 

But I am, I afTure you. 

SCENE IIL 
tlSE, MART"^, RDNDON. 



^ 



RO N, 

O AoM th ward, thou ujinatunl^ 

trl ! O Llfe> , madam* I muft knovt I 

the bottom of this proceeding: how long havtj 

)'au been acquainted with this robber, this pirate f 
Tell me his oame^ his rank, bis profeffion ; how got 
ho into your heart? Whence comes he^ and wbq^p if 
he ? Anfwer me, madam, anfwer me. You contemn 
me, madam, and laugh at my refentment : are not 

you afham'd f 

LISE. 
No, fu". 

RONDON. 

Always no, no, to me : am I never to hear any 

thing but no ? It increafes my fufpicion : when I am 

injured, I expert at lead to be treated with refped. 

I wilt be fear'd, madam, and obey'd too. 

LISE. 
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LISE. 
And b 70U fhall, fir. I will difcover every thing 

'ioyou* 

RONDON. 

* Wdl, that's filing ibmething however: when I 

b^n to threaten^ people will mind me a litt]e» 

and 

LISE. 

I have orSj one favour to beg of you— -that^befor^ 

I Bj any diing to you, Euphemon will be fo obliging 

ai to let mefpeakafew wordstohinu 

RONDON. 
Euphemon ! why, what lias he to do with it ? I 
Aink I am thd pw ^r fe ft perfon to be fycke to. 

LISE. 

. My jdeap father, I have' a feott to eotruft to hhn : 

let me beg you, for die fake of your own honour, to 

fend him to me: permit me -r^ but lean tell ywu no 

more. 

RONDON. 
I mufl e'en yield to her requeft; Ihe wants to ex- 
plain herfelf to my good old friend, and I think I may 
fafely trufther alone with him; and then to a nunnerjf 
widi the little huiley inunediately. 
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SCENE, IV. 

LISE, MARTHA. 

O that I may be able to melt the good Euphemohf^ 
How my heArt flutters and kaps wUliifi tnc I my li 
©r d^aih depends on this important moment, 
cornea* Heark'ce^ Marthi* 

[WHTixn her. 
MARTHA, 
ril take care, madam. 



J 



SCENE V. 



You mean to a£Bx>nt me, madam. 

faf torn ky fit I mf *«a^ ^leetm? i^A tmem 
you f I turns «?er lookfj oji yM «i' a:fiitlier^ • 

^EtJPHilMOir. 
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L I S E. 
Yes, fir. I flatter myfelf I have not been unworthy 
of that name. 

EUPHEMON. 
After the unhappy aflFair, madam, that has broke 
•ff OUT conne&ion, I muft own 

L I S E. 
Be you my judg^ fu*, ^d k)Qk into my heart ; 
4ut judge^ I doubt' xioty will one day be my protec- 
tor : but hear mp» fir, I will fpeak my own fentiments> 
perhaps they may be yours alfo.^ 

[,She takes a chair and fits bj him. 
And now, fir, tell me 5 if^your heart had for' a long 
tfane been bound- by the pureft and moft tender regard 
to an obje^ whofe early years gave the faireft promife 
of all that is amiable, who every day advanced in beauty, 
merit, and accompliihments ; if, after all, his eafy 
and deluded youth gave way to inclination, and facrified 
duty, friendfhip, every thing, to unbridled licenti- 
wfiiefs. . . 

EUPHEMON. 

Well, madam. 

L I S E. 

If fatal experience ffaou'd teach him what falfe faap- 

pinefs he had (o long purfued, (hou'd teach him that 
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the vaiii ob]e^9 of hjs fowth fprang but from crror» 
aj(d wei irM by rcmodci if at length, aJhamM 

of his rogues, his rcafon^ inftruftcd by mUfortone, 
ftauM again light up his vimies, und give hira i new 
bean i if, rdlar'd to bb n^ituraJ form, he fliou'd he* 
ttimc faith fuT> juft, and honcfV^ WDu*d you, fir, cou*d 
you then (hut up that h— ^ which once wu op«i m 



I 



icceivc him ? 

EUPHEMOH* 



I 



What am I to conclude from this pl^re, or wfeit 
has It to do with our affair, and the injury t have i«* 1 
ceivM from your condud? The wretch who wai &m 
at your feet is a young man^ utterly unknown toeveiy 

body here: die widow lays indeed flie iMianbtif hiift 
fix montbt at Ang(Hi]ii!ie : tfickhar tellf mehe k s haidy 
profligate, with a head fiiU of dark intriguity andevciy 
kind of debaudieiy'} a charaAer idiidi dooUei my 
aftonifhment : I ihudder with horror at it« 

LI8E. 

O, fir, when T have told you all, you will be mudl 
more aftoniflied ; for heaven's fake, hear me then : I 
know you have a noble and a generous heart, that 
{lever was formV for cruelty ; let me then aik you, was 
not your ion Euphemm once moft dear Co you i 
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EUPHEMON. 

He was, I own to you, he was, and therefore it is 

that hU ingratitude calls for a feverer vengeance : I have 

•wept his misfortunes, and his death ; but nature, in 

the midft of all my anguifli, left my reafon but the 

more fenilble of my injuries, and more refolv'd to 

puniih them. 

ilSE. • 

And cou*d you puniih' him. for ever ? cou'd you ftill 
be fo unhappy, fo miferable, as to hate him ? cou'd 
you throw from you a repenting child, an alter'd fon, 
whole change wpu'd bring back to you the image of 
yourfelf ? cou'd you repulfe this fon were he now in 
^Ijears at your feet I 

EUPHEMON. 
AJas !' yovL have forgot, you fliou'd not thus open 
a wound that bleeds too freih, and inBi& new torments 
on me : my fon is. dead, or far from hence remains 
ftill harden'd in his follies. O if he had return'd to 
virtue, wou'd he not come, and afk ibrgivenefa of 

me? 

LISE. 

Yes, and he will come to afk it ; you fhall. hear 
him ; and hear him with compaffion too, indeed you 
(hall. 
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- Y^ fir : if Jeadi JtiuMtAiaif put in eiid fo ik 
ilMmijC.and ffi^^.joa may pnluqii ibe Um dying it 
^ybur feet wiib ieircdf M^ittW i^ 

Yep fte too well hotv^deqflif I MMdl^^ 

ilivel . , I 

J • LI6E. 

I EUPAXMOiH. 

To love and honour me! impoffible !^howcaiiI 
ever know it i from whom muft tnuft I learn that? 

». LISE. 

From his own heait. 

EUPHEMON. 
But, do you think — *— ^ 
LISE. 
With regard to every thing^ I have faid concerning 
himi you may depend on my veracity. 

EUPHEMON. 
Come, you (lave kept me in fufpence too long ; 
iLivc pity on my decUiuug ^«^x%% Mat I I am full of 
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hopes, and fears : I did indeed love my Ton, thefe teai 
fyesJL for me : I lov*d him tenderly. O if he yc 
lives ! if he is retum*d to virtue ! explain, I befeecl 
you, /peak to me, tell mc all. 
LISE. 

I will: it is time now, and you (hall be fatisfy'd. 
[She comes forward a little, and fjpeaks to younj 
Euphemon behind the fccne. 

Come forth. 

SCENE VI. 

ad EUPHEMON, Young EUPHEMON, LISE. 

EUPHEMON. 
Good heaven f what do I fee ? 

Young E.UPIJEMON. [Kneeling. 

My father! O, fu-, know me, acknowledge n:( 

decide my fate, for life or death depends upon a wor 

old EUPHEMON. 
What cou'd bring you hither at this time ? 

Young EUPHEMON. 
Repentance, love, and nature. 

LISE. [Kaefl!ng with ycung Euph< 
At yourfbet behold your children. Yes, fii 
have the fame fentiments, the fame heart. 
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1^ EVPHEMON. t?«iimb; to USl 

mdcT kindndi has pardon 'd all my of- 

acious ftr^ fiiliow the example wh^di 

^e ba» ¥Chf 4 forgive your unhappy (on ; dnv'a u I 

¥m to 4cfpairt aD I hoped for was Co die beloved hf 

md If I live^ I will live to dcfervc k« 

i*rtiii BMi what is it, fir^ that tranf- 

i : is mov'd : is it wli 

fd fuor wf e i co tdeiii*d 

OU EUFHEMOH. [Railing up hii 



id^ 



*Ti5 love ; 'tis tendeincfs : I forgive thcc ; if thou 
»rt rcftor*d to virtue, I am ftill thy father* 
LISB. 

And I thy wife/ O^'fe*, long fiooe oitr hMrti 
were united $ pemit ue at your feet to renew our 
vowB : it ii not your ridici he afke of you, he hriiig;| 
you now a heart too pure for fudi a wiih i he wand 
nothing : if he .is virtuQm^ Lhaipe Cfm^ for bodi, 
and he (hall have It all* 



SCENE 
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s c E N E vn. 

To tlitm RONDON, M. de CI^OUPILLAC, FIERENFAT, 
Bailiff's FoUower^ Attendants. 

FIERENFAT. 
Yonder he is, talking to her ftill ; let us £hew our- 
' felves men of courage, and take him by furprife.. 

RONDQN. 
Ay J let us be bold, we are fix to one.. 

LISE. [To Rondom 

Now, fir, open your eyes, and fee who it is I love, 

R O N D O N^ 
'Tishe. 

FIERENFAT. 
Who? 

LISE. 
Your brother. 

Old EUPHEMON. 

The fame, fir. 

FIERENFAT. 
You are pleafed to jeft, fir : this fcoundrel my bro- 
ther? 

LISE. 
Yes, fir. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
Upon my honour ! I am very glad to hear it. 
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■^Pp EOHPOM. 

H Wha£ wofMkrfyl metamarpbola ; why this is mf 

(IroU vatct. 
^ FfEREKFAT. 

VSof fo» I pUy 1 pretty extraiorcliiiajy pan herci 

why* what brother is this ? ha f 

101(1 EUPHEMON. 
He U your brother^ fir ; I had loft him; bm hcavm 
d repentance has rdlor*d him to mc. m 

itui^ cKQvnhhAci . 
v^AodliidKflf cMiigjIifci^ 

Fim9L%mfAT. .• . 

The rafcal is come back only to take away my wife 

from nte. 

Young EyPQEMON. [To FiotiifiM. 

'Tis fit, fir, that you know me ; and 1ft que td| you, 
fir, 'twas you took hpt kom 9ie, not I from you. In 
better days I had her heart : the folly of raih and unex- 
perienced youth deprivM mc of a treafiire which I did 
not know the value of: but on this happy iay 1 have 
found again my virtue, my miftrefs, and my father: 
the rights of blood and the rights of love are at once 
reftor*d to me, and perhaps you envy me the fudden, 
the unexpected bleffings. But take my inheritance ; 
I give it you freely : you are ibnd of riches, and I of 
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her : thus Ihall both be happy ; you in my pofieffions, 
and I m my Life's heart. 

OldEUPHEMON. 

His dilinterefted goodnefs fliall not be thus reward- 
ed. No, Euphemon, thou Ihalt not be fo unworthy ' 

of her. 

RONDON. 
Very good ; very fine indeed ! 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

For my part, I'm aftontfli'd, and yet not difpleasM : 
'tis a comfort to me to think the gentleman is come 
on purpofe to revenge, as it were, my charms. 

{To Eupbemon. 

Quick, quick, fir ; marry her as foon as poffible . 

heav'n is on your fide, and to be fure made that lady 

on purpofe for you ; you were born for each other j 

and, by this lucky accident, 'tis ten to one if I don't 

recover my prefident. 

LTSE. [To Rondon. 

With all my heart. You, my dear father, will per- 
mit my faithful heart, which can be given but to one, 
to return to its right owner, 

BONDON. 
Why — if his brain fs not quite fo much tuiii'd, 
and — — — 




tf'he lo«t» foiti: lEJie it | 

.X.I8B. 

Aaf y Eophcrndto win fpt tarn m foodl 



Tb be fim I am a gicat gainer in idiie dBui^ lif- 
lading a new hradieri. but dwfli: I kfe mjr vddflif 

C^ICIICt^ Qiy nXtUM|.llld-% Ware UltD die MI]pU|L. 
M. de CROUPILLAC. 
For flMiiie> thoaibcdid wietcfa, for ever in purfutt 
•f riches! ha^e not I, in notes, bonds, and boufcs, 
enough to lire up<m, and morcj much more, than 
jxm. deferve ? Am I not jour firft love ? Did'ft thou 
not fwear fidelity to me ? iUvt not I it all under jour 
ownhandt jour madrigals without fcnfe,. jour (bugs 
without wit, jour promifes without meaning i But we'll 
trj it at law, fir: 111 produce them in a court of juf- 
tice; and the parliament, in fuch a cafe,. I am fure, 
ought to make an afi on puipofeto puniih ingratitude. 
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RONDON. 
Mj good friend, take care of yourftif, and tremble 
at her refentment : let me advife y6u to marry, if it be 
imly to get fhut of her. 

OldEUPHSMON. [ToM.deCn>i^aff. 
I am furpris'd at the paffion you exprefs for my fon ; 
methinks even the fuit you threaten him with muft 
footh his vanity ; die caufe of your anger does him too 
mudi honour : but permit me to addreis myfelf to the 
dear objed that has reftor'd my ion. Be unfted, my 
children, and embrace as brothers : and you, my friend, 
[Turning to Rmden] muft return thanks to heaven, 
whofe goodnefs hath done all for the beft. And hence* 
forth. 

Of youth mifguided, let us learn, whatever 
Their follies threaten, never to defpair. 

End of the Fifth and Last Act« 



9SS9SSS9SSSSSSSSSSSSSSS 



M E R O P E. 



TRAGEDY. 

Rcprcfcnted in 1743, 



C a39 J 
A 

LETTER 

FROM THE 

Jefuit TouRNEMiNE to Father Brumoy, 

O N 

The Tragedy of M E R O P E. 

Rev. Father, 

TH £ Meropi which you defir'd to be returned 
laft night, I have fent you this morning at 
eight o'clock. I have taken time to read it with at- 
tention. Whatever fuccefs the flu£hiating tafte of 
Paris may think proper to beftow on it, I am fatisfy'd, 
that pofterity will applaud it as one of our beft perfor- 
mances, and indeed as the model of true tragedy. 
Jriflotk^ the legiflator of the ftage, has allotted to 
Mirope the firft rank amongft the fine (ubjeds for tra- 
gedy. It is treated by Euripides^ we know, and in fuch 
a manner, as we learn from Artftotle^ that whenever 
his Crejffb9nies was exhibited, at dthens^ that ingenious 



people, who were aocuflomed to the fineft dm«k 



in tfae moft extfiordinarjr niAnfia'. If die Mk«f 
Paris fliouM not comfpolMl widi dut of Aikmh «t 
know which ii to blame, llie Cnt/^tHmUi <i Bm- 
pidmlt loft I'Mr. VMn hu i*%ed itto vs. ^Jm^ 
my dear fir, who have given ui an Eurifiitt k 
Frnuh^ aa£&j al he appte^ed t6 admiring Gnm, 
have aduKWvlodgtd m ihe JMn^ of our^flluibiaii 
friend, die natural, die fimple, and the padiedc ef 
Euripida. Mr. V$bain'\LiA preferved' die fimplidiy 
'of fhe*fiilje£ti hav iiot ^7 difimctuiibei'd jt fca 
fuperfluouB epilbdet, but from many unneceflary feesei 
alfo : the danger of Mpfthm alone idk the ftage : the 
intercft increafcs from fccne to fcene, till we come \a 
the c^taftrophe, the furprife of which is managed and 
pnparrd with the greateft art. We expe<£l it indeed 
•from the grand- fon of Alcides. Every thing paffcs 
upon the ftagc as it did in Mycena. The theatrical 
ftrokcs are not forced and unnatural ; or fuch as» by their 
great degree of the marvellous, (hock all probability: 
they arifc entirely from the fubjeft : it is the hiftorical 
event reprcfented to us in the moft lively manner. It 
is im|K)ffible not to be deeply mov*d and afFc^ed by 
that fccne where Narias arrivc^i, at the vcr}* inftant 

when 



when Meropi is going to &criiice her fon,^ on a i\x%^ 

pqlition that fhe is about to revenge him : or by that 

.icenci where (he has no other means of favihg him 

from inevitable death, than by difcovering him to the 

tyrant. The fifth a& equals, if not furpafles, any of 

tthpfe few excellent laft a6ls, which our ftage «has to 

boaft of. Every thing pafles without; not with-* 

(landing which the author has fo artfully and judi- 

cioufly contrived, as to bring all the action before 

us: the narration by Ifmenia is not one of thoie 

ftudied artificial pieces which are foreign to the fub- 

je£l i where the poet's wit is made to fhine out of 

its place, fuch as throw an air of coldncfs and infi- 

pidity over the whole fable. This is nothing but 

a6lion throughout. The trouble and agii-atlon vifible 

in Ifmenia^ are expreflive of the tumult fhe de- 

fcribes *• I fay nothing of the verfification, which 

is 

• The Trench Sentence is a« follows*. ' Je neparle point de 

* \^.'verJificaiion\ le poete, admirable «i;^^;y5^tf/«<r, s'«ft furpafle § 
« jamais fa njerfificatio'n ne fu^ plus belle &plus clairc :' which, li- 
terally tranllated, wou'd run thus i « J fay nothing of the <verfifi~ 

* cation \ the poet, an admirable 'verjify^-^ has furpaffed him- 
« felf 5 never was his ver/s/icafion fo beautiful and fo clear.' Here 
we fee tlie words vcriifyer and verfification repeated no lefe than 
three times in three lines. An Englilh Ear is too delicate to ad- 
.mit of this. I have been frequently obliged to vary the turn ami 
expreflion'of the fentencc, to avoicf this repetition of the "fame 
word, which ro/taire himfe^f is often guilty of, thou h, . in ge- 
neral, a correal writer. ' 
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bmoie detrandbottitifid, tluiitt^I 
have feen, even io FJimrit wim ii dertaiiil)r w » 
cdlent poet: all tllofi^ in flior^ wli^ led uk iMNni; 
indigmttbniM; the oorrupdon and chfpmviqr ef ei| 
pfefenttafte I all who have at ^leart'^che Aeft r a a 
don of our ftagts who wifli, tliat» bjr a canM 
imkatkm of the Gr^h^ yrhom' in mai^ | ierfeflioai 
of the drama we hm fiirpaflU» we mi^ cndcaiwr 
to obtain the true end and defign of iCy by aaaUf 
the theatre^ what it v&fjjik be' made^ die i^ool of 
virtue:, all thofti uriio d&ink diua ratioQ^ly and 6- 
rioiufly) mufthe pleafedto fee ib great and cdehmei 
a poet a8 V^kmn employing lua fine talcnii infiali 
a tragedy as this, without love in it. 

He has not imprudently hazarded tho fuccefs of b 
noble a defign \ but in the place of love has fubfti- 
tuted fcntiments of virtue, which are not left fordbk. 
As much prejudiced as we are in fevour of tragedio 
founded on love intrigues, it is neverthelefs true, (and 
we have often obferved it) that thofe tragedies, which 
have met with' the greateft fuccefs, were not indebted 
to their love fcenes for it : on the other hand, all our 
good critics allow, that romantic gallantry has dif- 
graced and degraded our ftage, and fome of our beft 
writers alfo. The great CorneilU was (endble of this \ 

he 
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he rubinkted, not without reludanqr, to the reigning , 
tafte of the age ; not venturing to banifh love entirely, 
he went at lead fo far as to banifh fuccefsful love : he 
WDu'd not permit it to appear weak or mean, but rais'J 
it even to heroifm, choofing rather to go beyond na- 
ture» than to fink it into a too tender and contagious 
paffion. 

't'hus, Rev. father, have I fen t you that judgment 
which your illuftrious friend feem'd dcfirous of: I 
wrote It in hafle, which is a proof of my regard ; but 
the paternal friendfhip which I have had for him, 
even from his infancy, hath not fo far prcvail'd as to 
Wind me in his favour. You will let him f.e what I 
have wrote. I have the honour to be, my d'j:»r friend, 
my dearfon, the glory of your father, as I ever muft 
he, fincerely your's, 

-D^. 23, 1738. TOURNEMINE. 
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LETTER 

TO T H B 

Marquis SCIPIO MAFFEI, 

Author of the Italian MEROPE, 
and many other celebrated Performances. 

SIR, 

TH £ Greeks and Romans^ to whom modem //«^} 
as well as all other nations, is indebted for al- 
moft every thing, dedicated their works, without 
the ridiculous form of compliments, to their 
friends, who were mafters of the art : by this claim 
I take the liberty of addreifing to you the French 
Merope. 

The Italians^ who have been the reftorers of al- 
moft all the fine arts, and the inventors of mam*, 
were the firft, who, under the aufpices of Leo the 
Tenth, revived tragedy; and you, fir, arc the 
firft who, in this age, when the SophocUan art became 
enervated by love-intrigues, often foreign to the fub- 
H cl, and as often dcbafed by idle buffbpneries, that 
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refle£led diihonour on: the tafis of your ing^niou» 
countrymen, you, fir, were the firft who had cou- 
rage and genius enough to hazard a tragedy without 
gallantry, a tragedy worthy of Athens in its glory ; 
wherein the maternal afFe£tion conftitutes the whole 
intrigue, and the moft tender intereft ariies from the 
pureft virtue. France prides itfelf m her Athaliah : 
it is indeed the mafter- piece of our ftage, perhaps of 
poetry itfelf: of all the pieces that are exhibited 
amongft us, it is the only one where love is not in- 
troduced : but at the fame time we muft allow, that 
it is fupported by the pomp of religion, and that ma- 
Jelly of eloquence which appears in the prophets. 
You had not that refource, and yet you have fo con- 
trived, aC8 to furnifli out five a£b, which it is fo ex- 
tremely difficult to fill up without epifodes. I muil 
own, your fubje£l appeared to me much more inte- 
reiUng and tragical than that of Athaliah i and 
even if our admirable Racine had worked up his ma- 
fter-piece lyith more art, more poetry, and more fu*- 
blimity than he has, your's, I am fatisfied, would 
'have drawn more tears from the audience. 

The preceptor of Alexander^ (kings ought always 

to have fuch preceptors) the great Arijiotle^ that ex- 

^tenfive genius, fo juft, and fo'^ deeply verfed in alkbe 

learning of thofe times, AriJiotU; in his art of 

M z ^^^^\.^ 
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}K)etry, hai declared^ that the meeting; of M^nft 
and her Ton was the moft intcrcfliiig ciiL-umlbnccM 
tlic whole Grecian theatre. :i*his llrokc was« in ha 
opinion, infinitely i'tj)K'rior to all the rcfh rlutanh 
tells us, that the Crnks^ who, <>f all the people in 
tlje woild, hftd the qiiiclcoft fcilifif^, treniWcd viIiS 
icnr, lead the old man, who wns fo rtnp the aim ^i 
A^iVApe^ fliould not come tinierrioi/p;h. That [ii' c, 
whit h was played in his linic, antl a few fra-iVicn's 
of which are dill extant, appeared to him rhc moft 
afl'< L-tinj; of all the tra;;;rdics of Kuripides\ but it wJi 
not the choirc of his f'uhjcdt alone to v/hich tlui 
p()t:t owed his fuccef'?, thotij^h in every fprcies ui the 
<li:imn, a ii:ippy choice is, no di^uhl, of flic "ic..* i! 
U i\ic«:. 

FvuuLt:\\\\'. T'Li) r(.vr:;il Mtyr.prs^ hut none of \.\ "\ 
rv r ('!!(■( (■<"!' (1 : \\v'. ;imhor', pi-ili.ij'.s f>v^-ilf>.;d<..! : .". 
ji.T.jvIc rii!M(if.t v/I'Ij foicj;'!! nnijjnicnt', : it v/;-.. !'■; 
jM^'fi /'/v.7/i <)( t*r{i::ltr!c\ wliicli tl.-y v/anttd to r-. -.: 
v/i'li tinlil. It n(|uin'i a yu-Ai i\r,\\ of tinl^• to f'-..- f: 
);/ii, that every tliinf^ whi' li i; '»rc;it /hoiiM hr W..:- 
j.If: and natnnJ. In 1641, v/l.rn the Fr.ruh f'. ■: 
Iv'-an to floiirifh, aii'l even fo raiii; ii/ill' ah',vc ?i..: 
i)^x Crcccf^ hy the /Mrniu'; of /'. (lornalle^ C.T'ii.ial 
I'fl tlitu^ v/ho .aii.l/iii')iiny i'.ti"'ti for ;;Ioiy of f»<.ry 
ki;jd^ and who had jufl cheu budt a m.-'-vniilccni h>. s 
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.for theatrical reprefentations, in the Palais RoyaI> of 
which he had himfelf furni/hed the defign, h^d a 
Jlliropi played there under the name of Telcphonte ^ 
Ihe plot of it is generally believed to have been in- 
lirely his oucn. There axe about a hundred verfes in 
it> fuppofed <o be written by him ; the reft was by 
Colkuu Bois^ Roberts y Dcmarets^ and ChapcLvn ; but 
all the power of Cardinal Ridelieu could not impart 
to thofe writers that genius Vvhich they jv.'ver pui- 
iefled. his own was* not indeed adapted to ths ftage, 
-thought he bad a good tafte ; fo that all he could do^ 
or that could be expefted from him, was to patronife 
and encourage the great CorfullU. 

Mr. Gilbert^ refident of the celebrated Queen 
Chnjjina^ in 1643, gave sx% his Merope^ which is at 
prefent as little known as the other. I.a Qjapelle^ of 
the French academy^ author of a tragedy called Cleo-- 
patray which was played with fome fuccefs, gave us 
another Merope'm 1683, and took care to infert a 
love epifode : he complains withal in his preface, that 
the critics reproach'd him with too great a degree of 
the marvellous ; but he was miftaken, it was not the 
marvellods that funk his performance, but in reality 
the want of genius, added to the coldnefs and infi- 
pidity of his v^rfification : this is the great point, the 
M 3 ca;jital 
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cipital fault, that condemns fo many poems toobli- 
vioiu 

The art of eloquence in verfe is of all arts the moft 
difTicult and the moft uncommon : there are a thoufand 
geniufleb to be found, ivhocan plan a work, and pat 
jt into verfe after the common manner ; but to treat it 
like a true poet, is a talent which is feldom beftotvcd 
on iibove two or three men on the face of the whole 
earth. 

Iw December^ 1701, M. de la Grange played hit 
Jmajisj which is nothing more than the fubjedof 
Merope under another name. Gallantry has its fhare 
in this performance likcwife ; and there is more of 
the marvellous in it, even than in la ChapdU*^: but 
ii is more interefting, conduced with more art anJ 
genius, aiicl written with more warmth and power; 
notwithrtiuuling which, it met wiih no great fucccf*; 

Et habcnt fua fata libclli. 
SiiKC f'^at, however, it has been revived wiih great 
:ij pl.uilc ; and is one of thofc few pieces v^hiJi 
^'L- IK rally gives plcafurc in the reprcfentation. 

ikiore and after y////*7/& we have had fevcral tr.i- 
I'eJies, on fubjeds very nearly refemblin;: th^^, 
u luR'in a mother is going to revenge the death of her 
fon on the fon himfelf, and difc overs himjuft at :!!■: 
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inftant when fhe was about to kill him. We fre- 
quently fawonourftage that ftriking but rarely pro- 
bable iituation,' wherein a perfon comes with a poig- 
nard in his hand ready to dcftroy his enemy, and an- 
other arrives at the fame inftant, and fnatches it from 
him. This incident recommended) at leaft for a time, 
the Camma of Thomas Corneille, 

But "amongft all the tragedies on this fubjefl, which 
I have here enumerated, there is not one of them 
but what is filled with fome epifode of love, or rather 
gpJlantryi for every thing muft give way to the 
reigning tafte. But you muft not believe, fir, that 
this unhappy cuftom of loading our tragedies with ri- 
diculous love intrigues was owing to Racine ; .z crime, 
which, in Italyj I know he is generally reproach'd 
with : on the contrary, he did every thing in his 
power to reform the public tafte in this particular : 
die paffion of love is never brought in by him as a 
mere epifode j it is the foundation or ground-plot of 
all his pieces, and forms the principal ihtereft : it is 
certainly of all the paffions the moft truly theatrical, the 
moft fruitful in fentiments, and admits of the greateft 
variety: it ought, therefore, no doubt, to be the foul 
of a dramatic performance, or entirely to bebaniflied 
from it: if love is not tragical, it is fnfipid; and 

M 4 when 
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^hen it is tragical, it {hau*d reign alone; it was 
Rcver made for a fecond place. It was Rstrsu^ or 
rather we muft own the great ConuUleYixmifMy who, 
in his creation of the ftage, at the fame time disfigurM 
and difgrac'd it, by thofe ridiculous intrigues, befpoken, 
as it were, and made on purpofe, thofe affairs of 
gallantry, which not being true paf&ons, were un- 
worthy of the ftage : if you wou'd know the reajon why 
Corneille's tragedies are fo feldom play'd, the reafoais 
plain enough : it is becaufe, in his Otho^ 

^ Otho makes a compliment to hfs miftrefs more 

* like a man of wit than a real lover : he follows ftcp 

* by ftep the effort of his memory, which it is much 

* more eafy to admire than to believe. Camilla her- 

* A;lf feem'd to be of this opinion j (he wouM have 

* liked much better a difcourfe lefs ftudy'd. — TcU 

* me then, when Otho made love to Camilla^ was he 

* contented, or was Ihc kind ?'* 

It is becaufe, in Pompeyy Cleopatra ( a ufclef:, cha- 
rafter ) fays that Ccefar 

* Sighs for her, and in a plaintive ftile calls himfcif 

* her captive, even in the field of vidlory.' 



. It 15 hecauTe Cafar afks Antony^ ^If^ has fcen this 
*, aiorabU queen ;' to which Antony replies,* ^ yesy 

* n^ hrdy I have fe en her^ Jhe is incomparable,^ 

It is becaufe, in Sertorius^ old Sentorius falls in love, 
not only becaufe he likejS the lady, but with a political 
view, and cries out, 

' I love : but it fuits my age fo ill to be in love, 

* d&at I even conceal it from the fair one who has 
^* cbarm'd me. As I know that the deep and ycUow 

* wrinkles on my forehead can have no great pow'r 
^ in captivating the fenfes. 

It is»becaufe, in Oedipus^ Thefeus begins by faying 

* tQ.DijKe^ whatever dreadful havoc the j)lague may 
' make here, abfence to true lovers is far more dread- 
VfuL* . . 

;, In ja.word, it is«bQ0alife fuch love as this will never 
make us flied tears ; and when that paiEon does not 
zffedt us, it muft be quite iniipid. 

I have faid-no more here, fir, than what all good 
j«dge», and men of t-afte, fay to one another every 

*Tbet'rerichl5, 

'^ Oui, Seignejir, je Tai vue, elle eft incompai-able. 
Converfation of thi$ kiud, as Foltairc intimacies, is much too. low 
* and familiar for the dignity of tiagedy : but its being labour*d. 
into verfe at the fame time doubtlefs makes it ftill more ndicu- 
ciilous. One wouM fcarce iF.deed have imagin^'d, thut the 
boafted Corneilje couM ever have written fuch contemptible fluff 
as the lines here quoted. 

M 5^ ^-^^v 



r 252 ] 

day.; ^hat you have often heard at myhbufe; in 
fiiort, what every body thinks, but none dare to 
^publifh : you know well enough the nature of mankind: 
half the world write in oppofltion to their own opi- 
nions, for fear of (hocking received prejudices and 
vulgar errors. With regard to myfelf, who have 
never mix'd any political referve with my fentimehts 
on literature, I fpcak the truth boldly, and will add, 
that I refpeft Corneille more, and have a higher opi- 
nion of the real merit of this great father of the ftage,' 
than thofe who praife him indifcriminately, and are 
blind to all his faults. 

* A Meropevfzs exhibited at London in 1731 : who 
wouM have thouo;ht a lovc-intrigue fhou'd ever have 
been thought of at that time ? But ever fincc the 
reign of Charles II. love has taken poffeflion of the 
Kn[^lini ftage ; though there is not a nation upon 
e;irth by whom that paflion is fo ill painted ; but the 
ina i-Tue fo abl'urdly brought in, and fo badly treated, 



• Noiwithllnndiiux what Mr. Voltaire In^ihcrc affcrtcd, conccm- 
]ii:r Mil L/:y!i/b Ml rof^t'j'dt\cd at Lo/iJa/i in 17^1, 1 cannot, by ail the 
cnciuny 1 ]):ivr mad*? amov.ji;ft pcilbns conccmM in the thcatirs it 
tlu-: tipij, (liffover that any Ivich tragedy wa« ever exhibited, and 
ini:ij^ ac it miift then fore have been a miftake of Mr. Voita'tres^ 
v'lij'lf vtnuiiy, in CvUls \>f tLii nuluie, is not always to be dt- 
pciilcd 01'.. 
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is the Icaft fault of the Englijh Merope. The youn j 
Mgijihusy delivered out of prifon by a maid of 
honour, who is in love with him, is brought before 
the queen, who prefents him with a bowl of poifon, 
and a dagger, and fpeaks thus to him : ^ if you don't 

* fwallow the poifon, this dagger (hall put an end to 

* your miftrefs's life.' The young man drinks the 
poifon, and is carry'd ofFin the agonies of death : he 
comes back in the fifth a<St coldly to inform Meropt 
that he is her fon, and that he has (lain the tyranir 
Meropi afks him how this miracle was perform'd : to 
which he replies, that a friend of the maid of honour 
had put poppy-water, inftead of poifon, into the cup. 
*• I was only afleep (fays he) when they thought mc 
^' dead ; I learn'd, when I awake, that I was your 
ion, and immediately kill*d the tyrant.' Thus ends 
the tragedy ; no doubt but it met with a bad recep« 
tion : but is it not ftrange that it (hou'd ever have 
been reprefented ? Is it not a proof that the Englijh 
ftage is not yet refin'd ? It feems as if the fame caufe 
that deprives the Englifh of any excellency in, or ge- 
nius for mufic and painting, takes from them alfo all 
perfedioo in tragedy. This ifland, which has pro-r 
duc'd the fineift philofophers in the world, is not 

equally 
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equally produ£Uve of the fine arts ; and if the * Ettglijb 
do not ferioufly apply themfelves to the ftudy of thofe 
precepts which were given them by their excdlent 
country-men^ AdJUfon and Pope^ they will never 
come near to other Nations in point of taftc and lite- 
rature. 

But whilft the fub)c£l of Merope has been thus diC- 
grac*d and diiiigurM in one part of Europt^ it has met 
with better fate in Italy^ where it baa for a long time 
been treated in the true tafte of the ancients. In this 
Axtccnth century, which will be famous throughoutall 
nc^^cH, the count de Toreili gave us his Merope with 
choniflcs. If in La ChapelUs tragedy we find all the 
f;iult.s of the French ftiigc, fuch as ufclcfs intrigujj 
cpifodrs, and a romantic air; and in the Englijh au- 
thor the hi^'licft digrcc of indecency, barbarifm, aiid 



* Po'»r V.iiyhwiW (l''|iilv'd in onr Hiort fciitrncr of al! tip- nn \ 
»'i.'vis i'»i iiinljc, p;ilntin^c» «'»'"! draiTialic poetry; an j!l.i;.cl '.: 

. "' «. nrd I»;h1 :iii:.i.'. ; (<»mM (;r,f 1i:.vc ( xj <.i'U«I n rcr.l;rr;o 
• \iH ;>.iMi 'if'jn.'l from :« wiifr (jf io nni«li ni rit :i . ydtuiref A 
1 ; I'.. '. Ixloir J)'.- lud t(/)<l U-, tl:ai tlit:rc i'. not a \.\\'v.,\\ -v.i.w 
f . :fl» A licirin Icivc i'. To ill p:jin'«.(l asl»y tlu- l'*nj;?il}i wri:»r'». i.\ ! 
\A' . I'lturr iMvri h' ru* of (ijrh pcrionn as Ro-iugy ()/r.r/., or 
.''I/' I. /if' I'.ii' (ii'Ii i'{ th-: loiic of |nrJM(li(i-, tlj.il n<.tii;:-^; r «:i 
J I • r, • i)«";:f 1 nf it; .'ui'lyrt t!iii inronliftcnt ctnl'iinT (foi l-Khv-T 
I . t r.'l" in L;i.i,) <;in l"»ali in tl"- vjy nvxt pt^'.c, th:it hj /■ ir 
.'•' / /» av/ a7/';.'M' /v/j /ji'urrj/'Hi/.it tj( f ay/finji the tmrtt 'ifjorny^ ;- 
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abftmilty; we likewife meet in the Italian with 
all the faults of the Greek theatre, fuch as the want 
of a&ioh, and declamation* You, fir, have avoided 
all the rocks which they fplit upon ) you, who have 
done honour to your country, by complete models of 
more than one kind, you have given us in your Me-' 
rope an example of a tragedy that is at once both fimple 
and interefiing. 

The moment I read I was ftruck with it; my love 
to my own^ country hath never (hut my tyt% againft 
the merit of foreigners. On the other hand, the more 
* r^ard I have for, the more I endeavour to enrich it, 
by the addition of treafures that are iH>t of its own 
growth. The defire which I had of tranflating your 
MiTopej was increased by the honour of a perfonal 
acquaintance with you at Parity in the^car 1733. By 
loving the author, I became fiill more enamoiir*d 
with his work ; but when I fat down to it^ I found it 
was impoflible to bring it on the French flage. Wo 
are grown excciSvely delicate : like the Sybarites of 
dd, we are fo immers'd in luxury, that we cannot 
bear that ruftic fimplicity, and that description of a 
country life, which you have imitated from the GreeA 
theatre. I am afraid our audiences wou'd not fuiFer 
young Mgifthus to make a prefent of his ring to the 
man that flops him. I coi^d not have ventur'd to 



ifeige lybn > fcews W fiito-liiBit faff ij-iothef | "ditwijb; 
at the jftme time, the drctimflucrthe ii Ini'mrdMifti ' 
^emlftalie. 0up OMiineriy wh^ipoBWhlf admit of 
many'diiJigB whifch foat^t db not, wou'^d aoepennit #^< 
to repteJ^t^tJtMtty dietmnhenr.o(r JMSvig^ihtf** 
band Mid chiid)E«ii^ prtCeiMlit^ after fifteen- y^an^ IT 
be in love WTdi her } aor wiii I evenhave damd m* 
oiake the qiteep iaf to him, ftrfif iV «^ 

fi^r GMwrialioiie ^ ihit Und an n^^ 
eurpit, wbich^«tlbme'^tiiMiu.fi> indulgent and at 
others fenke and dcUcaiiet. won'Mdidc thm 
too ftmililur, and might even dilcover coqtietiy; 
where, in reality, there might be nothing but what 
was juft and proper Our ftage Wou'd by no means 
have fufFer'd Mirope to bind her Ton to a pillar, nor to 
run after him with a javelin, and an axe in'her hand; 
nor have permitted the young itian to run away from 
her twice, and beg his life of the tyrant : much Ie(s 
cou'd we have fufFer'd the confidante of Mcrope to 
have periuaded Mgtfihus to go to fleep on the ftsge, 
merely to give the queen an opportunity of coming 
diere to aflaflinate him : not but all this is natural : but 
you muft pardon us for expeAing that nature ihou'd 
always be prefented U) us with fome ftrokes of arf; 

ftrokes 
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firokes that are extremely different at Paris from thofe 

which we meet with at Verona. 

To give you a proper idea of the different tafte and 
judgment t>f polite and cultivated nations, with regard 
to the fame arts, permit me here to quote a few paf* 
fages from your own celebrated performance, which 
ieem didated by pure nature. The perfon who ftops 
young Cre/pbofUes^ and takes the ring from him, fays. 

Or dunque in tuo paefe i fervi 
Han di cotefte gemme ? im bel paefe 
Sia quefto tuo ; nel noftro una tal gemma 
Ad un dito real non fconverebbe. 

I will take the liberty to tranflate this into blank verfe, 
in which your tragedy is written, as I have not time 
at prefent to work it into rhime. 

Have flaves fuch precious jewels where thou liv'ft? 
Sure 'tis a noble country ; for, with us. 
Such rings might well adorn a royal hand. 

The tyrants's confident tells him, when fpeaking of 
the queen, who refufes, after t?renty years, to marry 
the known murtherer of her fiunily. 

La Donna, come fiu, ricufaebrama 

Women, we know, refiife when moft they \oft. 
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^\\€ quctii's watting* woman anrwem the ifraii«t 
»bo prcQb her to ufe het mBimwc^ m hit ftrotir^ tlisi: 
■^- diffimulato in vano 
SalFne di fcbrcaffalto j alqua^ti giomi 
Donare c fonsa a rinfrancar Tuoi fpirid* 

The qwccn, fur, ha* a fcvcr^ 'ei* in ¥un 
To hid© ie» and her fpirit* arc opprelk'd | 
She muft have time to rccolk£l them* 

Jfi your fourth,*^, old Polickn ^flcs one of M^r^pii 
>«ourtkrs who he is! To which he ^plicSp I sm 
Murtfiu the km of Nimndifn P^IUUrs then, fpeaUnf 

of Nkandery talks in the ftilc of Homer^i Nijf'^n 
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Klibcraly quandoappAfivty.Wti; .: . 
Faccangli honor j lo miricordo ancora 
Diquanto ei fe({;cggi5 con Bella p<^pa. 
Lc fue nozzc con Silviaf ch'cra figlla. 
D' Olimpia c di (?//V<?« fratcl (Tlpparcho. 
J(i dunque fir quel fanciullin chc m tone 
6V/i//« condur folea iqiiasi per poiQpa : 
Pnrmr Taltir hieri: O quanto fiece ipitAi^ 
Qiianto vol (^'affrettatc, O giovinctti, 
A farvi adulti cd ^ gridar tacendo 
Cba Aoidiafkilocol * 



•\Ni> 
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The moft humane, moft genVous of manldnd. 
Where'er he went, refpefted and belov'd : 
O I remember well the feaft he gave 
When to his Sylvia wedded, the fair daughter 
Of Glycon^ brother of the brave Hipparchusy 
And chafle Olympia : and art thou that infant 
Whom Sylvia to the court fo,often brought 
And fondled in her arms ? alas ! methinks 
It was but yefterday : how quickly youth 
Shoots up, and tdls us we muft qliit the fcene ! 

In another place the fame old num, being invited to 
the ceremony of the queen's marriage, fays : 



' Oh curiofo 



Puntp io non fon, paflo ftagione. AfTai 
Vedud ho facrificii ; lo mi recbrdo 
Di quello ancora quando il re Crtfpbonfe 
Incomincio a regnar. Quella fu pompa. 
Ora piu non fi fanno a quefti tempi 
Di cotai (ac]:ificii. Piu di cento > 
Fur le befte fivenate i facerdoti 
Rifplendean tutti, ed ove ti voIgeiS 
Altro non fi vedea che argento ed oro. 

Mytimeispaft, andcurioilty 

Is now no more: already I have (ttn 



^T»SS^ 
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Eckough of liuptial rites, enough of pomp- 
And facrifice : I ftill remember well 
The great folemnity,, when king Crefphontes 
Began his rcigrt : O *twas a noble fight ! 
We cannot boaft of fuch in thefe our days : 
A hundred beafts were offered up, the priefts 
In all their fplendor fhone, and nought- was {ttn 

But gold and filver. ■ 

• 
All thefe ftrokes are natural, all agreeable to the 
charaders and manners reprefented : fuch familiar 
dialogues wou'd, no doubt^ have been wel^l receiv'd 
at Athms \ but Paris and our pit exped a fimplicity of 
another kind. Wc mriy, 'perhaps, even boaft of a more 
rcfiiied tafte than Athens itfelf, where, though the prin- 
cipal city of ail Greece^ it does not appear to me that ihey 
ever reprefented any theatrical pieces except on the 
four folemn feftlvals ; whereas at Paris there is always 
more than one every day in the year. At Athens the 
number ot citizens was computed at only ten thou fan J, 
and Paris has near eight hun J rcJ cho faad inhabitants; 
arnongft whom, I ruppole, we may reckon thirty 
thou land judges of dramatic performances, and who 
really do pafs their judgments almoft every day of 
their lives, 

la 
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In your tragedy you took the liberty to triuiBate 
that elegant and fimple comparifon from Virgil. 

Qualis populea maerons Philomela fub umbra 
Amiflbs queritur fktus, &c. 

But if I were to take the fame in mine, they wou'd 
fay it was fitter for an epic poem : fuch a rigid mailer 
have we to pleafe in what we call the public : 

Nefcis, heu! nefcis noftra&ftidia Romae: 
£t pueri nafum Rhinocerontis habent. 

The £»f//^ have a cuftom of Jnilhing almoft all their 
a£b with a fimilee; but we exped that, in a tragedy, 
tiic hero (hou'd talk, and jiot tl^e poet. Our audi- 
ence is of opinion, that in an important crifis of af- 
fairs, in a council, in a violent paffion, or a preffing 
danger, princes and minifters fhou'd never make poe- 
tical comparifons. 

. How cou'd I ever venture to make the under charac- 
ters talk together for a long time ? With you, thofe 
converfattons ferve to prepare interefling fcenes be- 
tween the principal a£lors : they are like the avenues 
to a fine palace : but our fpe£tators are for coming 
into it at once. We mufl therefore comply with the 



dl 
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i&cioiuU tail«t which is, perhaps^ gmwn txmc &U 
ficult, from having been cloy "U, us if were* i^itb fuch 
a vafiety of line performaiices ; ami y\ t amongft tbcfe 
rrcials^ which Q^r exce^Qive fcva ity coiideiiift» how 
tnany beauties do I regret ihc lob of I H»w ilocf 
iiimpic mtLirc delight roc, though beneath a form that 
4pprar& flrange to us I 

. I have hcrtv fir, given you Tome of thofc real 
T^vhich ptcv;itkd o«i me not to follow what I fo 
yimircd, 1 was oblig'd^ not without regret^ to write 
a ncw^ Mnpsfii I have done it in a drf}crent manner, 

^but I urn f^t from thinking that I have tbert^m done 
it bcHer* I look us>on nn fclf, wirh rerr.qrd to von, :*t 

aitravc&er to whom an eaAerh mofiifcK &|d mirit a 
prefeitt of fbme iwrj^ ridi ftuflii:. the. king wo»'d #l^ 
tainty permit-thisi tmv.etkr to^ wcsr tham accdntfog^li 
the fafliion of his own cottntty* 

My Merbpe was finifliM iii the begtnniflg- of Ae 
year 1736, pretty nearly as it now ftands $ ftiidiescf 
a nother kind prevented me from bringing it on the 
ftage : but what, wcigh'd 'mofr irith mc was, the 
hazard which I ran in producing it, after feveral 
fucceisful pieces on almoft die fame fubjed*, though 
under difFerent names. At lengdi, howeVer, I 
ventur'Jto produce it, and the public gave me i 

Convificuig 
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convincing proof, that they cou'd condcfcend to fee 
the fame matter work*d up in a different manner. 
•That happened to our ftage which we fee every day in 
a gallery of piftures, where there are many of them 
on exaftly the fame fubje<9:. The judges are pleas'd 
by the obfervation of thefe different manners, and 
every one marks down and enjoys, according to his 
own tafte, the charafter of every painter. This is a 
kind of happy concurrence, which, at the fame time 
that it contributes towards the perfeftion of the Art, 
gives the public a better infight into it. If the French 
Merope has met with the fame fuccefs as the Italian^ 
it is to you, fir, I am indebted for it ; to that fimpli- 
city in your performance which I have taken for my 
model, and which I was always an admirer of. 
Though I walk*d in a different path, you were always 
my guide. I cou'd have wifh'd, after the examples 
of the Italians and Englijh^ to employ the happy faci- 
lity of blank verfe, and have often calPd to mind this 
paffage of Rucellai : 

Tu fai purche Y imagine della voce 
Che rifponde da i faffi, dove V echo alberga. 
. Sempre nemica fii del noftro regno, 
E fu invcntrice dellc prime rime; 
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But I am farisfy'd, as I have long (mce cleclar'd> that 
fuch sin attempt wou'd never fucceed in France^ anl 
it wou*d be radier a mark of weaknefs than good fenfc) 
to endeavour to (hake off a yoke which (b many 
authors have borne, whofe works will laft as long as 
the nation itfelf. Our poetry has none of thofe liber- 
ties which your's has ; and this is perhaps one of the 
aeafons why the Italians got the ftart of us, by three 
or four centuries, in this mod difficult and moft de- 
lightful art. 

As I have endeavoured to imitate you in tragedy, I 
fhou'd be glad to folbw your example in other branches 
of literature, for which you are fo eminently diftin- 
guifli'd : I cou'd wifli to form my tafte by your's in the 
fciencc of hiftory ; I do not mean the empty barren 
knowledge of dates and f;id}s, that only informs us at 
what period of time a man dy'd, who perhaps wrj; a 
ufelcfs or a pernicious member of focic ty ; the fciencc 
of a dictionary, that loads the memory without im- 
proving the mind : I mean that hiftory of the hunia.T 
heart which teaches us men and manners, which Icais 
us from error to error, and from prejudice to prcriJi^c, 
into the cfFcdls of the various paflions and a/ll-Lti<m$ 
that agitate mankind : which (hews us all the :\ :Ii 
that ignorance, or knowledge mifapply'd, ha\c -^^o- 

dikd 
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duccd in the world ; and which, above all, gives us 
a clue to the progrefs of the arts, and follows them 
through the dangers of fo many contending powers, 
and the ruin of fo many empires* 

It is this which makes hiftory delightful ; and it 
becomes ftill more fo to me, by the place which you 
will poflefs amongft thofe who have pleas 'd and in- 
firu£led n^ankind. It will raife the emulation of pof- 
terity, to hear that your country has beftow'd on you 
the moft fignal honours, that Verona has rais'd a 
ftatue, with this infcription, TO THE MARQUIS 
SCIPIO MAFFEI IN HIS life time. An in- 
fcription as beautiful in its kind as that at MontpelJier 
to Lewis XIV. afier his death. 

Deign, fir, to accept, with the refpefls of your 
fellow-citizens, thofe of a ftranger, who efleems and 
honours you as much as if be bad been bom at ^#* 



SIR, 

V\r O U had tlic polkeaieft to djedicate your i 
L -I> «>f M^ro^f Ui Mr, Afaffa^ and have fcrt'^d I 
Icaiifc of Hmwture boiH irt //*?/v and Frmne^ by poinfing 
out, from the- perfeft kaowledge which ycHi have 4^ 
the theatre, the difierent rules and . conduA of Ae 
i/r^i/^;s and Ftencb 'ftages^ The partial attaduneflt 
which you have to every thing that comes from hs^ 
added to your particular regard for Mr. MaffHj woiAi 
not permit you to cenfure the real faults of that ex- 
cellent writer ; but as I have myfelf-nothing in view 
but truth, and the advancement of the arts, I ihaD 
not be afraid to fpeak the fentiments of the judicious 
public, and which I am fatisfy'd muft be your*s alfi). 
The Abbe Desfoniaines had alceady ^emark'd ibme 
palpable errors in the Merope of Mr» Maffti^ but, 
according to his ufual manner^ with aorenideiieis than 
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jnftice : he has mingled a few good aidclfins with 
many bad ones. This lacjrrift, b univerfally dccrj'd^ 
iiad neither knowledge enough of the Italian tongue, 
lior ufte enough to form an equiuhle judgment. 

This then is the ofunion of the moft judicious 
•tfDOhgft thofe literad whom I have confulted^ both in 
Franct and oo the other fide of the 4^s, M^ropt 
appears to every one of them, paft diipute, the moft 
ioteTefting and truly tra^ fubje<5t that was e\'er 
brought on the ftage, infinitely beyond that of Atha" 
Jiab i becaufe Jibaliab does not want to aflafEnate the 
,joung kingy but is deceived by the High-Prie/ly who 
ieekft revenge on her for her firmer cximes : wheres^ 
in Merope we fee a mother, who, in revengbg her 
£[>n, b on the point of murthering that very fon him- 
iclf, her only defire, and her only hc^pe : the interefl 
joi Merope therefore afic£b us in a very different man- 
ner from that of Jtbaliab : but it feems as if Mr. 
Maffei was fatisfy'd with what the fubjed naturally 
fuggefled to him, without making ufe of any thea- 
trical art in the condu<3 of it. 

I. The fccncs in many places arc not linked toge- 
ther, :md the fbge is left void ; a fault which, in the 
prefent age, is looked upon as unpardonable, even in 
the lowefl clais of dramatic writers. 
Vol. III. N 2. The 
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2. The zStors frequently come in and go out with- 
out reafon ; a fault no lefs confiderable. 

3. There is no probability, no dignity, no deco- 
rum, no art in the dialogue : in the very firft fceoe we 
fee a tyrant r^foning in the calmeft manner with 
Merope^ whofe hufband and children he had mur- 
thered, and making love to her : this wou'd have 
been hiflfed at ParU^ even by the pooreft judges. 

4. Whilft the tyrant is thus ridiculoufly m&ing 
love to the old queen, word is brought that they have 
found a young man who had committed murder; 
but it does not appear through the whole courie of 
the play who it was he had killed : he pretends it 
was a thief, who wanted to fteal his cloaths. How 
low, little and poor is this ? it would not be borne in 
a farce at a country fair. 

5. 'I^hc captain of the guard, provoft, or whatc\Tr 
you call him, examines the murthcrer, who has a 
fine ring upon his finger : this fcene is quite low co- 
motly, and ihc ftyle is agreeable to it, and worthy or 
the rcinc. 

6. The mother immediately fuppofes, that the rob- 
V)ci, who >v;is killed, is her Ion. It is pardonable, no 
tiuubt, in a mother to fear every thing; but a queen, 
whu ii> a mother, ihould have required better prot».S. 

r. In 
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7* In the midft of all thefe fears, the tyrant P&U- 
fbektes reafons with Menfis waiting-woman about 
his pretended paffion. Thefe cold and indecent fcenes, 
which are only brought in to fill up the aft, wou'd 
never be fuflfer'd on a regular ftage. You have only, 
fir, modeftly taken notice of one of thefe fcenes, 
where A/i!r0^*8 woman defires the tyrant not to haften 
die nuptials } becaufe, (he fays, her miftrcfs has an 
0ttaei 0f a fiver: but I, fir, will boldly aver, in the 
name of all the critics, that fuch a converfation, and 
iiich an anlwer, are only fit for HarUquin*z theatre. 
' 8» I will add moreover, diat when the queen, ima« 
gining her fon to be dead, tells us (he longs to pull 
the heart out of the murtherer's breaft, and tear it 
with her teeth, flie talks more like a Ca/mibal thstn an 
aflided mother ; and that decency fliuu'd be preferv*d 
in every thing. 

9. M^ifthus^ who was brought in as a robber, and 
who had faid that he had himfelf been attacked, is 
taken for a thief a fecond time, and carried before 
the queen, in fpice of the king, who notn^ithilanding 
undertakes to defend him. The queen binds him to a 
pillar, is going to kill him with a dart ; but before (he 
throws it, a(ks him feme queftions. Mgiflhui tells her, 
that his father is an old man, upon which the queen 
N 2 VCE«w:.^vasj^.>\ 
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immediately relents. Is not this an excellent realbn 
for changing her mind, and imagining that jEgiJlbui 
might be her own Ton ? a moft indifputable mark to 
be Aire : is it fo very extraordinary that a ypung maa 
ihou d have an old father i Maffti kas added this sb- 
furdity, this deficiency of art and genius, to another 
even more ridiculous, which he had made in his firft 
edition. JP.gifthus fays to the queen, * O PofytUriy my 
father.' This Polydort was the very man to whom 
Merope had entrufted the care of JBgi/Ums. At hat* 
ing the name of Polydore^ the queen oou'd no longer 
doubt that Mgifthus was her fon : thu$ the piece tru 
entirely at an end. This error wis remov'd i but ro- 
mov'd, wc fee, only to make room for a greater. 

10. Whilfl the queen is thus ridiculoufly, andwidi- 
oit any rcaCon, in fufpcnce, occaiioncd by the men- 
tion of im old man, the tyrant comes in, and takes 
A\(fi/ihiis umlor his protection. 'I'hc young man, who 
ihou'd have been rcprcfented as a hero, thanks the 
kinp for his life, with a hale and mean fubmiflion that 
i;; dii'iiHiiiir, and entirely dc|^rades the character of 

11. At length MrTcpr and the tyrant arc left to- 
|:.ciiur : Mncpe exhaufl:i her refentmcnt in reproaches 
v.'iihout end. Nothing can be more cold and litclclif 

than 



than thefe fcenes, full of declamation, that have 
no plot, intereft, or oontrafted paffion in them ; thejr 
are fchool-boys fcenes : every thing in a play, that iiB 
without aAion, isufeleis. 

12. There is fo litde art in this piece, that the au- 
thor is always forced to employ confidants to fill up 
die ftage. The fourth a£k begins with another cold 
tad Hfelels fcene between the tyrant and the queen's 
waiting-woman 5 who, a little afterwards, lights, we 
know not how, on young £pjibusy and perfiiades 
him to reft himfelf in the porch, merdy to give the 
queen a fair opportunity of difpatching him when 
he falls afleep ; whidi he does according to promife. 
An excellent plot this ! and then the queen comes a 
fecond time, with an axe in her hand, in order to kill 
the young man, who is gone to fleep for that purpofc,. 
This cfrcumftance, twice repeated, is furely the 
heighth of barrennefs, as the young man's flecp is 
the heighth of ridicule. Mr. Mafftl thinks there ia « 
genius and variety, in this repetition, becaufe the queen 
comes in the firft time with a dart, and the fccond 
with an axe. What a ftrange eflFe£l of fancy ! 

13. Atlaftold P^^JI^r^comes in tf/r^^j, and pre- 
vents the queen from ftriking the blow. One wou'd 
jtatuially imagine^ that this happy ini^ant muft pro« 

N J, \NMy^, 
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ibr efpbuTuig'A^^I aH to OMApdi Mi Ml^^fel 

bids her agents tell her, that he will muithcr all kor 
iervanU, if (he does not oonfent to give Jiiin hci 
hand. What a ridiculouf idea, and how extnmiganl 
^ tyrant ! Cou'd not Mr. Majfil have fouiid o«t a 
more fpecioua pretext Co fave the honour of a queen^ 
who had meanncfs enough to marry the murtberer of 
her whole family f 

15. Another childifli college trick : the tyrant layi 
to his confidant, -^ I know the Urt of reigning ; Fll 
< put the bold and rebellious to death i give the reini 

* to all kinds of vice ; invite my fubjeib to commit 

* the moft atrocious crimes, and pardon the moft 
« guilty i expofe die good to the Airy of the wicked. 
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* &c.* Did ever man pronounce fuch vile fluff? 
This declamation of a regent' of Jixtceriy doth it not 
give us a fine idea of a man who knows how to go- 
vern ? ^Racine was condemned for having made Ma- 
than (in his Athaliah) fay too much againfl himfelf j 
and yet Mathan talks rcafonably : but here it is to the 
]aft degree abfurd to pttttttAj^ that throwing every 
thing into-confufion is the art of ruling well ; it is ra« 
ther the art of dethroning himfclf. One tannotTead 
any thing fb ridiculous without laughing at it/ Mr. 
Jiliaffn is a flrange politician* 
. In a word, fir, this work of Maffei is a finefubr 
jj^> but a very bad performance^ Every body at 
PuirU agrees, that- it wou'd not go through one repre- 
fentation ; and the ienfible men in Italy have a very 
poor opinion of it. It is vain the author has taken 
fo much pains in his travels, to engage the worfl wri- 
ters he cou'd pick up to tranflate his tragedy : it was 
much eafier for him to pay a tranflator, than to make 
. his piece a good one. 
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Mr. de VoLTAiEE to Mr. de la Lindelle* 

SIR, 

THE letter which you did me the honour to' 
write to me entitles you to the name of Z;^-' 
percritiCj which was given to the famous Scaliger : 
you are truly a moft redoubtable adverfaiy : if ;f on treat 
Mr. Maffei in this manner, what am I to expeflf 
from you? I acknowledge that, in many points, 
you have too much reafon on your fide. You have 
taken a great deal of pains to rake together a heap of 
brambles and briars \ but why wou'd you not enjoy 
the pleafure of gathering a few flowers ? there are 
certainly many in Mr. Maffei ; and which, I dare 
affirm, will fiourifh for ever. Such are the fcenes 
between the mother and fon, and the narration of the 
cataftrophe. I can't help thinking, that tbefe ftrokes 
are affh<fting and pathetic. You fay, the fubjecSl alone 
makes all the beauty \ but was it not the fame fubjedl 

in 



in other authors uriio have treated Mir ope f Why, 
with tiie fame affiftance, had they not the lame foe* 
cab ? Does not this (ingle argument prove, that Mr. 
Maffei owes as much to his genius as to his fubjed? 

To be phun with you* I think. Mr. MaffH ha» 
ibewn more art than myfelf, in the manner by 
which he has contrived to make Mtrope think tlut 
her fon is the murtherer of her fon. I cou'dnoC bring 
myfelf to make uie of the ring at he did^ becade, 
after die ng^/ rhig Aat &£&» huighs at in his fii^ 
ims, this circumftanoe woa'd always appear too tri* 
£ii^ on ofir ib^« Wemuft cmfarm to the hSDifom 
cx( our own age and nations and^forthefiuiKxeafixn^ 
we ou^ not lightly to condemn ttaofe of foreigners* 

Neither Mr. Maffinnox I have fufficientiy explained. 
the motives that (hou'd fo ftrongly inchne PoUphoftUs 
to efpoufe die queen. This is, perhaps, a fault inhe- 
rent in the fubjed ; but I muft own I thinlothis fiuilt 
very inconfiderable, when the circumftances it pro- 
duces are fo interefting. The grand point is toaSed 
and draw tears from the fpe&tors. Tears were fhed 
both at Verona and at Paris. This is the beft anfwer 
that can be made to the critics. It is impoffible to be 
perfe6l ; but how meritorious is it to move an au- 
dience, in fpite of all our imperfedions ! Moft cer- 
tain 
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j tain it is, that in Italy mzny things are paffd OfCTi 

which wou'd not be pardoned in France: fiH^, lie- 

j caufe tafte, decorum j and the fiage itfeJf, \$ nut Ac 

fame in both i fecon^iJy, bccaufc the Itulims^ haro< 

no city where they reprefcnt dramatic pieces cvoy 

day, cannot poflibly be fo ufed to things of this kiiiJ 

as ourfclves, Optra^ that fplendid monftcr, ha^diove 

out AMpmnme from among them ; and there ait £l 

I many of the Caftrati there, that no room ia left fa 

\ Jis/cm and Mfipus : but if ever the lialmm fli«i^ 

j have a regular theatre^ 1 believe they wou'd foonget 

beyond us: their ftages arc more extenlive, their hih 

guage more tradable, their blank verfes eafier Id be 

made^ their nation pofiefled of more fenfibiJity \ but 

. they want encoiiragemeiijty peaccy plenty, &c. 



End of the Third Volume. 






